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ACCLAIM 


Echoes of the Upper Yangtze offers rare insight into the life of a Tibetan pastoral family, showcasing 
their deep religious devotion and close bonds with animals and nature. While reflecting the shared 
experiences of many Tibetan communities across the Plateau, the book highlights this family's unique 
journey. Against the backdrop of urbanization, nomad settlement, and expanding tourism throughout 
Tibetan areas, 'Dan ma bkra shis rab rgyas provides an unfiltered, picturesque portrayal of a once- 
remote Tibetan community grappling with change, raising concerns about the future of their rich 
cultural traditions and ancestral knowledge. 

-Sanggay Tashi (Sangs rgyas bkra shis sesgxsy3s), University of Colorado-Boulder 


A valuable work documenting changing Tibetan pastoral life, featuring authentic photos conveying a 
strong visual sensibility. 
-Klu rgyal 'bum ggeraas, Northwestern University 


Personal narratives and historical reflections delve into Tibetan pastoralists' lived experiences and 

challenges in maintaining traditional livelihoods amid rapid socio-economic changes. This powerful 

exploration of memory is an insightful illustrated account of life on the Qinghai-Tibet Plateau. 
-Caihuan Duojie (Caihua Dorji; Tshe dpal rdo rje #<<«=2)) Qinghai Minzu University BisRiRA™ 


Echoes of the Upper Yangtze: A Digital Memory of Contemporary Tibetan Pastoralists Through the 
Lens of a Local Man by 'Dan ma bkra shis rab rgyas is a visual triumph, offering compelling insights 
into the author's pastoral Tibetan family in Thang skyid (Tuanjie) Village, Yul shul (Yushu) Tibetan 
Autonomous Prefecture, Qinghai Province, PR China. Some 300 local photographs and maps 
comprehensively showcase a Tibetan family, including its members, livestock, housing, 
transportation, and activities, alongside striking landscapes and scenes from a pastoral Tibetan village. 
Consisting of fifteen parts, including an introduction, references, and non-English terms, it chronicles 
various aspects of the focus community in vivid life narratives of locals that do not avoid dilemmas 
such as herding vs. schooling and tradition vs. modernity. These stories reflect rapid economic and 
educational development challenges, further enriched with eye-catching photos on almost every page. 
The photographs feature captions offering valuable perspectives on this vibrant pastoral Tibetan 
family and community life - depicting family dynamics, dominant livestock and food, common modes 
of transportation and camps, traditional tools and instruments, and essential rituals and practices. 
Photographs and accompanying narratives provide readers with insights into both past and present, 
highlighting evolving life, culture, landscapes, and artifacts of the focus Tibetan family and its 
community from the 1960s to the 2020s. A visual journey into the nuances of Tibetan pastoral life 
emphasizes Thang skyid's significance and the role of local yaks, offering a fresh and innovative model 
for better understanding Tibetan life and culture through the lens of those who live it. 

-Tshe dbang rdo rje #<s.2) (Caixiangduojie 71947), Qinghai Normal University 8/8 )ipseAF 


‘Dan ma bkra shis rab rgyas shares his upbringing with the majestic yaks of his homeland in Echoes 
of the Upper Yangtze: A Digital Memory of Contemporary Tibetan Pastoralists Through the Lens of 
a Local Man. Vivid photographs and poignant stories explore the vital role yaks played in his family 
and community while highlighting the challenges traditional herding faces in a changing world. Join 
him on a journey of resilience and love for a way of life deeply connected to the land. 

-Rigdrol Jikar (Rig grol 2% Rou Zhuo A) Qinghai Normal University Five yA 
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This important collection of photo essays documents not merely pastoralists’ tales but multifaceted 
and unique Tibetan encounters with nature, animals, plants, and socio-economic policy interventions 
in the headwaters of major global rivers on the Tibetan Plateau in China. While enduring the harsh 
plateau climate, 'Dan ma bkra shis rab rgyas imbues the book with affection for family and shared love 
for the natural surroundings. This uplifting narrative is firmly rooted in a richness of local ecological 
wisdom, transmitted through generations, and elevated by the author's steadfast connection to his 
homeland. 

-Nyangchak, Peking University ERA 


A family clings to an age-old way of life in a remote pastoral community on the vast Tibetan Plateau, 
herding yaks across rugged terrain and preserving traditions passed down over generations. Their 
days are simple and challenging yet filled with quiet reverence for the land and a deep-rooted sense 
of purpose. As their world begins to shift — a transition they never sought yet can no longer ignore - 
they face choices that will redefine their place in a rapidly modernizing society. This understated and 
profound story reveals the universal struggle between holding on and letting go. 

-Huadan Zhaxi (Dpal Idan bkra shis Raaraig cy Aa) Humboldt-Universitat zu Berlin 


A pastoral Tibetan life unfolds with remarkable details, drawing on the author's family's daily 
experiences as primary sources. Yaks are the principal means of livelihood for a herding family and 
have special symbolic meaning within the family unit. The life of yak herding, such as patterns of 
transiting between seasonal pastures, is elaborately described. Human-wildlife conflict can wreak 
havoc on the herders' dwellings and possessions, yet local people maintain a magnanimous attitude 
towards domestic animals and wildlife. Despite the harsh alpine natural environment, local herders 
have developed unique adaptive mechanisms and established a spiritual connection with the natural 
world. However, in today's rapidly changing society, all is in flux, including the herders’ lifestyle. As 
the price of Caterpillar fungi, a medicinal herb, has skyrocketed, becoming a major and nearly instant 
source of income for households, some locals have come to rely on this unstable income, abandoning 
the centuries-old practice of animal husbandry. The move to towns to pursue better lives and 
compulsory education for children has shaken traditional values and ways of life. With maps, charts, 
lists of non-English terms, and numerous photographs, Echoes of the Upper Yangtze takes readers 
on a captivating journey through space and time. 

-Kelsang Norbu (Gesang Norbu, Skal bzang nor bu serss< <q) 
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PREFACE ONE 


The young Tibetan author of this pictorial story, 'Dan ma bkra shis rab rgyas, provides a fascinating 
glimpse into a remote corner of Tibet, where the upper 'Bri chu River twists and turns through 
countless rugged, snow-peaked terrains in the hinterland of the Tibetan Plateau. Maps in the book 
help readers locate this area and provide basic information. The landscape pictures showcase the area 
in all seasons, ranging from the summer slopes of flowers to snow-covered mountains in winter, 
providing a comprehensive view of the local flora and fauna, as well as traditional tools, food 
production, and communal activities, all from the perspective of a man born and raised here. 

‘Dan ma bkra shis rab rgyas' memories highlight his kind family, including his grandparents, 
parents, brother, and other important family members. Their family name is believed to be tied to 
‘Dan ma, a general of King Ge sar, which fills them with pride. He recalls his grandfather firing 
cannons to prevent hail while an emergency trip to a prefectural hospital revealed the absence of 
emergency healthcare, resulting in the amputation of several of his fingers and the loss of sight in one 
eye. Yet, the family always looked out for each other. 

In this part of the world, people connect their lives to spirituality, deities, mountains, and 
sacred objects. According to the author's narrative, the causation of phenomena is not always what 
common sense might explain. Rather, things might work absurdly, and a particular problem has a 
certain solution that seems to work. Relations among mountains, deities, animals, and people are 
covertly connected in a way that is particular to the cultural context. For instance, a solution for 
livestock disease is the dog that was given to a neighbor. Such absurdity is not intentionally 
highlighted but is how locals perceive the world. 

The book also highlights caterpillar fungi as an important source of income. Alternative 
sources of income have led some families to abandon pastoralism and move to towns. The author 
expresses concern that if more people migrate to towns, cultural transitions will follow, and 
traditional names of tools, for example, will become unfamiliar to younger people. 

Finally, the author's family dedicated their efforts to building a stupa in a valley. As a cultural 
and religious symbol, the stupa is a constant reminder of the significance of the belief system 
embedded in the landscape, no matter where people go. 

-Gengqiu Gelai (Konchok Gelek, Dkon mchog dge legs «As-%53;2q) University of Zurich 
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PREFACE TWO 


In a rapidly evolving world where modernization often overshadows traditional ways of life, Echoes 
of the Upper Yangtze: A Digital Memory of Contemporary Tibetan Pastoralists Through the Lens of 
a Local Man by 'Dan ma bkra shis rab rgyas powerfully reminds readers of the enduring beauty, 
culture, and complexities of Tibetan pastoral life. This stunning work offers an intimate glimpse into 
the author's Tibetan family in Thang skyid (Tuanjie) Village, a remote, culturally rich part of Yul shul 
(Yushu) Tibetan Autonomous Prefecture in Qinghai Province, PR China. The book animates the 
essence of pastoral existence through nearly 300 photographs and maps. It captures daily routines 
and the profound connections between the herders, their animals, and the breathtaking landscapes 
surrounding them. 

The narratives presented in these pages are visual and deeply personal. From family members, 
livestock, and housing to transportation, seasonal migrations, and daily activities, each image reflects 
a lifestyle increasingly threatened by modernity. The juxtaposition of tradition and progress woven 
throughout the book reveals the challenges Tibetan pastoralists face today. The author highlights 
dilemmas experienced by his family members and others, including balancing herding with schooling 
while striving to preserve traditional customs, rituals, and tools in the face of rapid economic and 
educational development. 

What sets Echoes of the Upper Yangtze apart is its structure and photos. Divided into fifteen 
distinct parts, the book is supported by a comprehensive introduction and lists of non-English terms, 
providing readers context and clarity. More than a visual journey, this book is a chronicle of vibrant 
life stories reflecting local Tibetans' struggles, hopes, and resilience. As the author's father poignantly 
asked, "After I die, can you live here and protect the land and animals? I think you can't!" 

The author reflects, "The road makes transportation convenient but has also damaged a lot of 
beautiful land... I love my family's livestock... but also want to see and experience a wilder world." 

Each photograph is carefully captioned, guiding readers through family dynamics, the 
community's reliance on pastoral lands and livestock, particularly yaks and mastiffs, and the essential 
tools, rituals, and artifacts shaping their daily lives. 

At its core, this book is an act of preservation. The author's meticulous attention to detail and 
dedication to safeguarding his heritage is evident on every page. The text — primarily in English, with 
Tibetan and Chinese translations — adds cultural depth and authenticity, making it accessible to a 
global audience while remaining true to the Tibetan pastoral traditions it portrays. 

Spanning six decades, from the 1960s to the 2020s, Echoes of the Upper Yangtze is more than 
a collection of memories — it is a testament to the evolving life, culture, and landscape of a Tibetan 
family and community navigating the pressures of change. Through the lens of one who has lived it, 
this narrative highlights the significance of Thang skyid Village and the role of local yaks in pastoral 
culture on the Tibetan Plateau. As the author recalls, quoting his father and a bla ma: "The land is 
empty without yaks...After we came with our yaks, these [wild] animals disappeared.... Many 
dangerous animals will appear without yaks." 

Resonating far beyond the boundaries of a single herding Tibetan family or village on the 
Tibetan Plateau, this book prompts reflection on broader themes of cultural survival, adaptation, and 
identity in a world often moving too quickly to recognize the wisdom of ancient ways. The striking 
photographs, concise illustrations, and vivid stories invite us to pause and consider the lessons offered 
by the people of Thang skyid, whose connection to the land has withstood the test of time. 

Echoes of the Upper Yangtze is a tribute to a way of life and a reminder of the importance of 
cherishing and documenting the diverse cultures that enrich our shared human experience. As the 
author notes, "Father's message was to protect the land; I don't believe anyone else would do it.... 
Even if I only herd a few yaks, I still want to live here... Our wild yak calves will grow up and be large 
and sociable, making these lands even more beautiful." 
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This remarkable collection, both visual and personal, invites readers to walk alongside the 
author, his family, and their community and village, gaining insights into a world where past and 
present intersect in meaningful and often surprising ways. 

-Tshe dbang rdo rje BaocEe| (Caixiangduojie 7 In ZA), Qinghai Normal University §##/RsbA+ 
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DEDICATION 


This book is dedicated to my parents who I thank for using their youth to protect our beautiful land 
and unique culture. 


RV AV ARS NAR RG SH Ha GR ANA YY Teal Fan aR Faq GVAN AI SUR Hay oR 
LOW SEN NTR RAIRHR IR TA AT INAS HTS WV IL IIA sSH YAH AI 


BAK BRARRANRLE, ARITA CANS BR RPA ON EH AIRS RR. 


Many think my family herds yaks to get rich, which makes me sad. My father believes yaks are not 
just for making money but splendid embellishments of this land, making the grassland vibrant and 
splendid. I agree and am reminded of this every time I see yaks on the grassland.! 


aRUAq asa ACHR TY Hqeradadin gna g Gaga tic Haups sar wwswraggy 
Nig) Kovatig'g Saarga anes Row Earner G ex Rawre GT AAG GRATER 3) 
acy da DY equa Gracdneniegagvergaas, Rakegee ag AcckA ste: 
gq Boy Raw Bay Hawi ae gerard Sow Pqaaraas Bs Hy agg kagerey ga asrsaq) SAR 
wRgEaaGeRaERa) Feqwiihg gence qaraas Gea saRy ees aia) gases 


AN ALS 


ON a ONTO NaN oS a, AD 
AGAR AR AA SAS ASS A SES SSS SAN AAS IN 5 aS BA BAS SARIN ONE 


iN 


Riga FRRAAR ga Te ardlg ia Aq ga A TH ay Ranga ays 
WFKKREMEF, REABAA, CNRERDUENEGE, RNHBARHESCRAER. RRRUMA 
FEA AMM REA THER, HHA AHEFER A LHRH RS, CNA RRESENDRELMS 


%. BAR ARSENE+tNAE, SSRANSRENE+, RBRMNTHENTSRHESEY, ef 
EABRRAN IE, CMAP RRM TS WA-BNARAA. 


1 See https://zenodo.org/records/13280854 (accessed 13 December 2024) for a video of yaks on the 
mountains near Thang skyid Village. 
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AUTHOR'S INTRODUCTION 


I was born in 1997 and grew up in close association with yaks, which I began herding when I was eight. 
My family's countless generational associations with and stories about yaks, some of which I 
document here, reinforce my fondness. This book features numerous pictures of both female and male 
yaks, accompanied by captions and stories. 

When my parents were children, yaks constituted the main source of income for most families 
in our community. Consequently, many families owned large, impressive herds of yaks. However, as 
our community's economic landscape changed due to the increasing value of caterpillar fungi, some 
families sold their livestock. Others chose to lease their herds to families outside our community. Still 
other families signed contracts with herders for periods of four or more years, stipulating that herders 
would care for the livestock and receive a portion of the increased herd size to keep. Many local 
families favored this arrangement. 

Unfortunately, when it was time to return the livestock to their original owners, many herders 
had sold or slaughtered the best yaks initially entrusted to them and returned inferior replacements. 
In some cases, herders failed to return the agreed number of animals, citing financial hardship. For 
example, an owner who initially entrusted fifty yaks to a herder might have received only thirty at the 
end of the contract. The herders' financial hardship left the livestock owners powerless to rectify the 
situation. 

In addition, not all hired herders took good care of yaks. For example, some injured yaks with 
stones fired from slingshots, drove yaks fast in winter, causing them to die in spring, and others left 
female yaks on the mountain at night, making them vulnerable to yak attack, 

The number of yaks will decrease in the years ahead for several reasons, which I will describe 
later. This is one reason I decided to write about livestock in our community. 

An example of changes is a new model of yak-raising that took place in 2023. Our community 
leaders collected money from locals, bought 300 male yaks with government assistance, and built 
shelters for the yaks and living quarters for the people who herded them. Local leaders also paid local 
community members for herding rights on their land to graze those yaks. Before this program, the 
annual price of herding rights was 300 RMB per valley. Our community leaders received government 
assistance, so they gave each landowner 2,500 RMB per year for several years as land rental fees. 
Later, other locals who owned land also wanted 2,500 RMB for pasture rental, creating hardship for 
herders who could not afford such prices. 

Other factors impacting herding and attitudes toward herding include state-sponsored 
education. In 2024, nearly all children in our community attended school. Typically, they did not 
return to rural areas during summer and winter holidays because their families had houses in the 
Township or County towns. As a result of having little contact with their homeland and yaks, these 
children lose affection for and connection with their homeland and yaks. They are greatly influenced 
by modern social media, which generally promises exciting lives in cities. These children are then 
afraid of yaks when they see them today, and some say herding yaks is the worst work and life. 

Some children drop out of school and return home to herd. Parents whose children are still 
attending school sometimes say things like, "The children of X from our village stopped attending 
school and now herd. Just look at them! They are so dirty and ignorant.” Children care very much about 
how others judge them, and when they hear such comments, they are sad, think their life is bad, lose 
enthusiasm for herding, and admire those who work in towns and cities. Herding life becomes even 
more devalued as a meaningful lifestyle choice. 

Some children who leave school and return home to herd yaks often go to the Township or 
County towns to play basketball and drink beer, ignoring their yaks. Sometimes, they return home to 
find wolves have killed some yaks, or some have slid down steep mountains on snowy days and died, 
or during the birthing time, eagles have killed and eaten the calves. Our community elders, including 
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my father, never behaved this way. They often examined the yaks for illness and checked during the 
day to see if they were distressed or being chased by wolves. 

My parents did not sell our livestock and move to the Township or County towns. Father 
bought yaks from community members who were moving, increasing our yak herd's size. Father 
particularly liked to have more male yaks because they have a higher sale price than the females. 

Mother said, "We didn't have much money some years ago. Your father spent our money on 
buying yaks. Sometimes, we didn't have money to buy food. He often went to the Township Town 
because of his motorcycle business and returned around ten PM. He would then climb the mountains 
to herd our yaks back home, even on snowy days. He never left female yaks overnight on the 
mountains." 

Father said, "Most of the yaks we have now are ones I bought from others to increase the size 
of our herd. We were poor when you were a child. For example, I once accepted five RMB from a local 
villager to take his dog twenty kilometers to his relative's home. We only had money from selling 
caterpillar fungi, so I used that money to buy and sell motorcycles. Sometimes I lost money, but your 
mother never scolded me.” 

One time, when I was herding our sheep on the mountain, I saw some of our community 
members with loaded trucks moving their belongings to the Township or County towns. I admired 
them and wondered why my family also didn't move. But now, some who moved to towns are 
returning to the herding areas. Sadly, the children of such families don't know how to herd yaks, so 
their parents do most herding. 

I know it's difficult for my parents to increase our herd size. Father releases the male yaks on 
the mountains when they are three years old, and they do not need to be herded back home. Father 
checks on the free-grazing male yaks every three to four days and does not worry much about them 
being killed by wolves because they can defend themselves. 

My parents have hired herders for our livestock and continue to do so in 2024. The herders 
are paid a salary and given food and a place to sleep. If they did not perform well, Father would explain 
what they needed to do to improve. 

I thank my parents for not moving because life in Township and County towns is not better 
than in rural areas. 

I like artifacts such as felt, tent repair tools, sgro ba 'boxes', sgye 'bags', horse saddles, and 
khal sga ‘yak pack frames'. I have put some of my family's artifacts in our storeroom. Many people 
collect artifacts to make money, but I don't want to sell them. I value the artifacts because each was 
made by human hands and passed down from generation to generation. My grandfather and great- 
grandfather made my family's artifacts, and thus, they represent their lives and their history. For 
example, one Spring, I was at my grandfather's home while they were repairing their black yak tent 
using tent tools. I cherish those experiences, and whenever I see old tent repair tools no longer used 
by locals, I recall my grandparents. Locals my age don't know how to make some of these artifacts and 
don't even know their names or how to use them. 

I took most of the pictures featured in this book in the areas around my family's summer and 
winter camps. These photographs capture the four seasons, on sunny and snowy days, in the mornings 
and afternoons, and some include stories of my family's life. There are stories of our community's 
summer celebrations and our bla ma conducting rituals for local people and land. During these rituals, 
the bla ma and our community members came to my family's land to perform rituals and enjoy the 
flowers. Various flowers blossom in autumn and summer around my family's camps. Tibetan 
Medicine doctors say most of these flowers have medicinal properties. In autumn and summer, we go 
to mountaintops or mountainsides where flowers bloom everywhere, filling the air with their 
fragrance and making the mountains even more beautiful. 

When I was nine, my grandparents’ family moved to their summer and winter camps in Skam 
chen tshe ring. Lots of 'bu nag (Hypercompe scribonia), a caterpillar, appeared and ate the grass. 
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When Grandfather visited our summer camp, he told us about it. Later, when I went to my 
grandparents’ winter camp in the summer, I saw ‘bu nag around their house and next to a local stream. 
They had seemingly come down from the mountains and were everywhere. This continued for three 
years. There were no ‘bu nag in winter, but they appeared again in June. Consequently, my 
grandparents' livestock had no grass to graze on in winter, compelling Grandfather to rent land from 
locals and move there for several months. 

Three years later, during our summer celebration, our bla ma conducted rituals for the local 
people and our land. Grandfather told him about his problem with the bu nag, and the bla ma said, 
"Bring a bu nag while we are conducting rituals." 

Grandfather told his son, Nad med lha skyabs, to go to Skam chen tshe ring and bring a ‘bu 
nag. Nad med lha skyabs went to Skam chen tshe ring, put a ‘bu nag in a bottle, and brought it back 
to the bla ma. When the bla ma opened the bottle, the ‘bu nag had disappeared. The bla ma said, "'Bu 
nag put in a bottle often disappear. The only way to bring one here is to put it in an empty yak horn 
and cover it with a yak hair cloth." 

Nad med lha skyabs returned to Skam chen tshe ring and brought back a ‘bu nag in a yak horn. 
When the bla ma opened the horn, the ‘bu nag was inside, so he placed it in a box, and the monks and 
the bla ma began chanting scriptures. 

The glud rdzongs ritual entailed each family member cutting their fingernails and hair, 
sweeping the earth of the house, and making rtsam pa with which they touched those parts of their 
bodies where there was pain or illness. They also collected livestock hair and some of their dung if the 
livestock were sick. All these items were placed in the box before the bla ma and monks. The box also 
contained several other things, e.g., gtor ma, made by the bla ma and monks using material like rtsam 
pa'barley flour of various shapes and colors,’ and dar tshon sna Inga 'five-colored silk’. After chanting 
scriptures from eight AM to five PM the bla ma and monks ordered a man whose zodiac sign was the 
tiger to take the box and throw it away, preferably near a river. We all hid in the tent or house while 
the box was being taken. The ‘bu nag Nad med lha skyabs had brought from Skam chen tshe ring was 
in that box. 

Around two or three months after the bla ma's many skyu mkha' (skyung ka), black birds with 
red mouths and feet, appeared in Skam chen tshe ring, ate the 'bu nag, and after a year, there were no 
‘bu nag in Skam chen tshe ring. 

During the summer of 2020, when Father rode a motorcycle to our winter house to take some 
things, he discovered many ‘bu nag in Mdo ri in our winter land, but not as many as before in Skam 
chen tshe ring. Worried that their number would increase, Father put some in a box during our 
summer celebration while our bla ma and monks conducted the glud rdzongs ritual. The next year, 
there were no ‘bu nag. 

Each year, after rituals, the bla ma tells our locals not to sell all their livestock and move to the 
Township or County towns. "If you really need to move to towns because of your children, you should 
consider how to protect your livestock on your land. Our land is important, and you should protect it. 
We must show gratitude to our community members who did not move to towns and still live there 
and herd yaks, protecting our homeland. If not, someone may take control of the land," our bla ma 
says. 

Children need to be educated. Children attending school should listen to their parents, study 
well, and think about how they can help their parents in the herding area while at school. Children 
who listen to their parents will have a better future. 

When I was a child, Mother did chores such as cooking for our family. In the summer, she 
collected edible plants and enjoyed making some of them into candies. I have included stories and 
photographs of this in this book. 

In rural areas, a mother is busy. When I was a child, Mother woke up at three AM to milk 
around fifty female yaks in the summer. After she milked, she would collect yak dung, do house chores, 
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including cleaning for the family, and then cook after making cheese and butter. 

Later, my brother and I helped Mother collect yak dung. Someone said, "That's women's 
work." 

I ignored their comments, but I disliked those people. 

Our community customs dictated that men's responsibility was outside the home, for example, 
herding and slaughtering livestock, while women's responsibility was inside and near the home, such 
as feeding dogs, cleaning the home, cooking, taking care of children, collecting yak dung for fuel, and 
so on. I've never seen married women herding yaks and slaughtering livestock. 

I don't like men who only work outside and refuse to work inside the home. I feel very 
uncomfortable when someone says, "That's a woman's work, so why did a man do it?” or "The man 
who does such work is just like a woman." 

Cooperative work is more powerful. For example, when Father was younger, he never touched 
yak dung. But in 2024, both Brother and I were away from home, and sometimes my parents had no 
herder. Father did not allow Mother to collect yak dung because of pain in her legs. Without yak dung, 
we have no fuel, so Father collected it. There is nothing wrong with men doing such chores. 

Sometimes, when my parents wanted to go to Zi ling for healthcare, I did all the chores and 
herded yaks. I then realized that Mother's work is not easy. She is busy all day long. I felt tired after 
feeding the dogs, cooking for myself, and cleaning the rooms. These duties were never-ending. I found 
herding yaks to be better than the household chores. 

I also describe how and when we collected caterpillar fungi, which, as I detail, is an important 
income source. This kept us all busy and happy as we walked through the valleys, enjoying beautiful 
nature. 

Livestock and dogs are important in creating a sense of 'family' in rural areas. Livestock 
provide income, while dogs protect livestock and people from danger. For example, from 2020 to 
2024, bears attacked people and disturbed our homes. When we moved to our summer camp, bears 
entered our winter house, ate our stored food, smashed our furniture, and even approached our 
home at night in our summer camp. Thankfully, the dogs, my family's companions, and friends 
alerted us. To show gratitude, I have added pictures of our dogs, written stories about the bond 
between my family and our beloved dogs and described our experience raising a wolf pup. Mo Yan 
said, "If you feed a dog for three days, it will remember you for three years; if you treat a person well 
for three years, they may forget you in three days. Many times, people are not as good as dogs." 

Finally, my father and his siblings collected money and collaborated with locals and relatives 
to build a pagoda near our home. We are thankful to all who came and hope that all living beings 
will be free from pain and suffering and that peace will bless all. 
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MAPS 


FIG 1. Thang skyid Village, 'Ba' dgon Township, Chu dmar leb County, Yul shul Tibetan Autonomous 
Prefecture, Mtsho sngon Province, PR China.? 


: 7 o sngon (Qinghai) 


Thang skyid (Tuanji) 
Village 


At an average elevation of 4,300 meters above sea level, 'Ba' dgon Township has a land area of 1,908 
square kilometers and had 5,538 residents in 2018.3 In late 2020, Chu dmar leb County's 
population was 52,400 (3,3170 households), of which 98% were Tibetans. The country's other ethnic 
groups included Hui, Han, Monguor (Tu), Manchu, Mongolians, and Salar (Sala) 

(https: //bit.ly/3J HNoew accessed 5 February 2023). In 2020, Yul shul Prefecture's permanent 
population was 425,200 (97% Tibetan) (https://bit.ly/3JHTrje, accessed 5 February 2023). 

Mtsho sngon's 2010 population was 5.6 million (2,643,206 Han (53%) that included 1.38 
million Tibetans (24%), 834,200 Hui (15%), 204,400 Monguor (Tu, 3.63%), 107,000 Salar (Sala, 
1.9%), 99,800 (1.77%), Mongolians 22,500 (0.40%), and other ethnic minorities (0.40%) 
(https://bit.ly/3eIW6pw accessed 25 July 2020). In 2010, the total Tibetan population in China was 
6.3 million, with primary distribution in the Tibet Autonomous Region and the provinces of Qinghai, 
Gansu, Sichuan, and Yunnan (https://bit.ly/2CQio5e accessed 5 February 2023). Mtsho sngon's 
Tibetan population comprises about 22% of China's Tibetan population. 


2 Edited versions of maps at http://datav.aliyun.com/portal/school/atlas/area_selector 
http://www.gditu.net/, accessed 17 December 2024. 
* (http: //www.qumalai.gov.cn/html/947/81496.html, accessed 20 September 2024). 
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FIG 2. Our new summer camp and old summer camp. After my maternal grandparents moved to the 
county, my family began using their land for our summer camp (17 December 2024).4 


Newsummercamp 


Old summer camp 


Winter.camp 


4 Edited versions of http://www.gditu.net/, accessed 17 December 2024. 
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FIG 3. Place names (Wylie). Chu dmar leb County, 'Bri stod County, Rdza stod County, Kri'du County, 
Skye rgu Township, and Rdza stod County.5 


Bri stod Chu dmar leb 


es 


FIG 4. Place names (Tibetan script).° 


aay 


& nen bes | 


5 Edited versions of maps at http://datav.aliyun.com/portal/school/atlas/area_selector accessed 17 
December 2024). 
6 Edited versions of maps at http://datav.aliyun.com/portal/school/atlas/area_selector (accessed 17 
December 2024). 
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FIG 5. Place names (Chinese).7 


a> > 
(Zhiduo) “th FH (cums) 


FIG 6. Zil dkar (Saikang) Monastery and Sga jo bo (Sga stod jo bo, Gajuewu) Deity Mountain.’ My 
family often visited Zil dkar Monastery and Sga jo bo Holy Mountain, sixty-six and ten kilometers, 
respectively, from Tang skyid Village. Zil dkar at 5,000 MASL is eleven kilometers from the center of 
Rdza stod Town. Khri 'du County Town is to the east. 


eras ~ 
Chu dmar leb i 
thik (Qumalai) 


aH 


'Bristod 
4 (Zhiduoy” 


7 Edited versions of maps at http://datav.aliyun.com/portal/school/atlas/area_selector, accessed 17 
December 2024. 
8 An edited version of the image at https://bit.ly/43lf3jw, accessed 16 January 2023. For more maps showing 
Sga jo bo Deity Mountain, see 
https://www.google.com/maps/@33.6564647,96.6129566,9497m/data=!3m1!1e3?entry=ttu&g_ep=EgoyMD 
IOMTIxMS4wIKXMDSoASAFQAW%3D%3D, accessed 29 December 2024 and 
https://www.google.com/maps/@33.9023967,96.5249779,4236m/data=!3m1!1e3?entry=ttu&g_ep=EgoyMD 
IOMTIxMS4wIKXMDSoASAFQAW%3D%3D, accessed 29 December 2024) A publication (Demonstration 
Project on Community Landscape Conservation and Livelihood Development in Sanjiangyuan Area) published 
~2018 by UNDP features photographs of Thang skyid Village and Sga jo bo Deity Mountain. See 
https://sgp.undp.org/innovation-library/item/download/2011_f795be4fca38bof8858b2d130285ac61.html, 
accessed 29 December 2024. Sga jo bo Deity Mountain is important for local Tibetans and Tibetans from 
beyond the local area, attracting tourists. I spent one day cireumambulating the mountain (inner route) in 
2020 with two of my male relatives. The outer circumambulation route requires three days or longer, 
depending on the physical condition of the circumambulator. For a brief description and report on the 
mountain's elevation (5,470 MSL) and folklore about Sga jo bo Deity Mountain, see 
https: //www.greattibettour.com/tibet-travel-tips/famous-tibetan-holy-mountains.html, accessed 29 
December 2024. 
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Table 1. People. 


Name Term of | Dates Description 
Address 
Blo bzang nyima_ | Azhang | b.1981 | My mother’s younger brother. 
Blo gros nyi ma Blama_ | b.1960 | Our village bla ma. 
Bso rdo Akhu b. 1960 | Chos skyabs' oldest brother and my oldest paternal 
uncle. 
Bstan rgyam Azhang | b.1976 | Our community leader. 
Bzang skyabs Ayes 1958- Zla ba bzang mo's father and my grandfather. 
2011 
‘Chi med mgon po | Amye b. 1958 | Local resident and landowner. 
Chos sgrol Ayes b.1952- | Maternal grandmother. 
2015 
Chos skyabs A pha b. 1976 | My father. 
Dge slong don Abo don | b. 1971- | Bla ma from Si khron. He and his monks performed 
‘grub ‘grub 2023 rituals that solved the problem with our sick yaks. 
Don 'grub rdorje_ | Donrdo | b. 1982 | Chosskyabs and Zla ba bzang mo's son and my brother. 
Gser sprul sku Gser bla | b. 1953 | blama 
ma 
Gtam dge legs Aku b. 1984 | Father's youngest brother. 
Gtam mgrin Amye 1940- A relative who accompanied my grandfather to the 
2022 hospital. 
Nad med lha Azhang | b.1974 | My mother’s older brother. 
skyabs 
Pad+ma lha mo Ane 1974 Chos skyabs' sister. 
Ri rdo Amye ~1939- | Zla ba bzang mo's maternal grandfather and my great- 
2002 grandfather. 
Rma bya Ayes b. 1962 | My paternal grandmother and Chos skyabs' mother. 
Sgrol dkar g.yang | A phyi b. 1976 | My mother’s older brother. 
mtsho 
Sgrol ma Ane b. 1972 | Chos skyabs' oldest sister and my oldest aunt. 
Sgrol ma mtsho A phyi b. 1985 | My mother’s younger sister. 
mo 
Sprul sku lhing Blama_ | b.1973 | Our village bla ma. 
rgyam 
Tshe ba Aku b. 1981 _| Father's younger brother. 
Tshe ring sgron Ane b. 1983 | My paternal grandfather’s sister’s daughter. 
dkar 
Zla ba bzang mo Ama b. 1973__| My mother. 
Rgya thar Ayes b. 1959 _| My paternal grandfather's sister. 
Table 2. Monasteries. 
Name Description 
Gser dung chen Located in Khri 'du County 120 kilometers from our village. Now Gser bla ma 
(b. 1948) who was 76 years old in 2024, has the highest position in the monastery. 
There were 30 monks. 
Sga gzhung Sga gzhung (Gayong) Monastery is located in Shga (Axia) Village, A 'khro 
(Anchong) Township, Yul shul County at 4,000 meters above sea level. 
Legend has it that the temple's first generation of Sga gzhung ‘jigs sprul 
selected the temple site during the Tang Dynasty (618-907) (Nian and Bai 
1973:334). 
Zil dkar Zil dkar Monastery in Khri 'du County is about 5,000 MASL and 11 


kilometers from the center of Rdza stod Town. In 1397, Rgyal dbang rgyal 
grags pa, a monk born in Blo shos (Luoxu) Town, Rdza chu kha (Shiqu) 
County, Si khron (Sichuan) Province, came here to preach, centralized four 
small local temples into Zil dkar Monastery, and became the monastery's first 
bla ma (Nian and Bai 1973:143). 
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FIG 7. Bzang skyabs (1958-2011, maternal grandfather, unidentified photographer). 
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MATERNAL GRANDPARENTS — A MYE (BZANG SKYABS) AND A YES (CHOS SGROI) 


My maternal grandparents loved me more than anyone. Visiting their home was my constant dream. A mye 
‘Grandfather’ was a brave, kind man our community members respected and trusted. They also were aware 
of his history. What moved me the most was how A mye lost three fingers and became blind in one eye. 

A mye's older sister cared for him after his parents, two brothers, and younger sisters died. After 
A mye married A yes 'Grandmother', they had three daughters and two sons. A ma (my mother) is their 
oldest child. 

A mye became our community accountant when A ma was five years old. When local leaders 
scheduled a meeting, A mye rode a horse to each family to notify them. He also protected our community 
against hail. Local community members cultivated about 7.5 mu (a half-hectare) of barley one summer. 
Most locals were at the summer pasture, but my grandparents stayed in their house. 

When an older relative, Rta mgrin, visited my grandparents, they chatted until A yes noticed it would 
soon hail, ran to the men, and said, "It will soon hail and destroy the barley." 

A mye had a cannon he fired into the clouds to stop the hail. He mixed the explosives and dried 
them outside. After A yes' announcement, Rta mgrin, A yes, and A mye rushed to where explosives were 
drying and began putting some into the cannon until an explosion occurred. They fell unconscious to the 
ground. When Rta mgrin and A yes regained consciousness, A yes saw A mye's clothes and head were 
covered in blood. Crying, she rushed to him and saw his right hand's mangled thumb and middle and little 
finger. After calling to A mye for a few minutes, he slowly moved, weak from loss of blood. Rta mgrin soon 
regained consciousness, carried A mye back into the house, and put him on a bed. A yes wrapped A mye's 
right hand in cloth. 

A mye asked A yes and Rta mgrin, "Are you two injured?" 

"We are OK." 

"How are you? Are you in pain?" 

A mye bravely didn't want anyone to worry and said, "I'm fine, except everything is blurry. | can't 
see very well." 

The white cloth on his hand was red with blood. 

Rta mgrin declared, "We must get him to the prefecture town hospital as soon as possible. Tell your 
daughters to herd the yaks back home. We'll take him to the Township Town on yak-back." 

A yes left to tell Aunt and seven-year-old A ma to bring the yaks and sheep back home while Rta 
mgrin stayed with A mye, who lay quietly on a bed. 

A yes returned an hour later and said, "The children were herding the yaks and sheep on the 
mountaintop. | climbed up and shouted to them to bring the livestock back home. They'll be here soon." 

Rta mgrin said, "I'll inform our community members," and left. 

Thirty minutes later, Ama and Aunt brought the yaks and sheep, which set the dogs barking. A yes 
went out to meet them. They asked, "A ma, why did you tell us to herd the livestock back home so early?" 

Ayes did not reply. They knew something was wrong when they saw her tear-filled eyes. A ma asked 
nervously, "What happened?" 

"The cannon seriously injured your father." 

"How?" 

"Three fingers were injured, and he can't see well." 

Ama and Aunt felt the sky was falling and rushed to A mye, wailed, and squatted by his side 
when they saw him covered with blood. 

"My dear daughters, you returned?" he said kindly. He never beat his daughters. 

Ama put her left hand on his head, sobbed miserably, and asked, "Dearest Father, how are you 
feeling? Are you in pain?" 

"Dear daughters, | am good. Uncle Rta mgrin will soon bring some young men who will take me 
to a big hospital in the prefecture town. The best doctors will care for me. I'll be fine. Don't worry." 
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Dogs barked an hour later, signaling Rta mgrin's return with three young men, who announced, 
"We will put a pack frame on a yak and put a metal frame on it." 

Rta mgrin and A yes carried A mye to the yak, and the young men put him on the frame and 
covered him with a quilt that A yes had brought. 

They left. 

It was sixty kilometers to the Township Town. One man held each side of the frame so A mye 
wouldn't fall off. Rta mgrin walked in front. They reached the town at two AM. An occasional truck was the 
only vehicle going to the prefecture town then. They took A mye off the yak, put him on the ground, and 
waited. A mye's hand was bleeding, and he looked exhausted. 

A truck stopped an hour later. Rta mgrin asked the driver, "Where are you going? 

"To the prefecture town." 

"Can you take this badly injured man to the prefecture town? We will pay." 

The driver looked at A mye, understood he was injured, and sadly said, "| don't need payment. 
Let's go." 

The men and the driver put A mye in the back of the truck. Rta mgrin told the young men, "I'll care 
for Bzang skyabs alone. The day will break in three hours, and then you go home." 

They agreed. 

They reached the hospital about twelve hours later, at around three PM. The driver helped move A 
mye off the truck to the ground and asked, "Do you need other help?" 

A mye and Rta mgrin said, "No, thanks a lot," and the driver sped off. 

A mye's face was pale. He said, "I can't see very well." 

Rta mgrin helped A mye into the prefecture hospital, where he was injected. Doctors removed the 
cloth from his hand, inspected it, discussed the issue in their office, returned a few minutes later, and 
suggested amputating his right hand. A mye said, "No. Just remove my three injured fingers." 

The doctors talked to each other and finally agreed. One doctor brought their instruments, ordered 
Rta mgrin to hold A mye, amputated the injured fingers, and bandaged his hand. A mye didn't move or 
moan during this process. 

When this was finished, A mye said, "I can't see very well." 

The doctors checked A mye's eyes and said, "Material from the explosion went into your eyes. We 
can't do anything." 

He couldn't see anything with his left eye a few days later, but his right hand and eye steadily 
improved. They left the hospital and returned home a month later. 

All our community members visited A mye in concern and happiness that he had returned. A mye 
continued to be our community accountant until the government divided livestock and land among locals. 

| felt very sad as | listened to A yes tell this story. Our community had few literate people at that 
time. Rta mgrin's brother taught A mye the Tibetan alphabet when he was a child. A mye later self-studied 
Tibetan and wrote Tibetan very well using his index and middle fingers. 

My family was not busy in winter, so my parents let me go to A mye's home to study Tibetan the 
year | was 7. While there, | didn't worry about waking up early. | got up when my grandparents began doing 
home chores. Afterward, we had breakfast, and A mye loudly repeated the Tibetan alphabet. I'm a slow 
learner, but A mye taught me repeatedly from morning to afternoon each day. A yes, and Aunt prepared 
lunch with the best food they had. 

Ayes once gave me a bottle of Jianlibao (a carbonated drink) and an apple. | wanted them to last 
as long as possible, so | asked A yes for a small piece of plastic, wrapped the apple, and put it in my pocket. 
| returned the bottle of Jianlibao and asked A yes to save it for me. | ate a small piece of apple every day 
for a week. The Jianlibao lasted two weeks. 

| slept with A yes and A mye on a big wooden bed. A yes told me stories and A mye taught me 
Buddhist scriptures. A mye said, "You should pray for the welfare of all beings when you finish chanting 
scriptures." 
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| learned many scriptures. Time passed, and my parents told me to come home when it was almost 
Lo sar 'Tibetan New Year.' A yes gave me a lot of candy, and A mye gave me the book he had used to teach 
me Tibetan and said, "Don't forget what | taught you and practice when you are at home." 

| turned repeatedly as | went home, looking at A mye, A yes, and Aunt watching me. | missed them 
so much during Lo sar and told my parents | wanted to return to A mye 's home. They replied, "A mye 
finished teaching you that book. Now, you need to learn by yourself." 

| had few opportunities to visit A mye's home. My parents occasionally let me go to A mye's home 
during the day but ordered me to return to my home in the afternoon. It took about four hours when | woke 
up early, herded our yaks to one of the mountain valleys, climbed the mountain to A mye's home, and 
returned home at about four PM. | was never tired. 

A mye and A yes reminded me one afternoon that it was time to return home, but | delayed until 
sunset and hurriedly began climbing the mountain. It was almost dark when | reached the mountaintop. | 
felt afraid when | looked into the valley. | started down and could soon see our neighbor's house but 
couldn't see my family's house. | prayed to bla ma to protect me from ghosts. When | got to the middle of 
the valley, | heard A ma calling. | carefully listened and saw her flashlight as she climbed up the valley. | 
shouted, "A ma! I'm here!" 

Realizing they were worried and searching for me, | immediately ran to A ma. She said, "You were 
so late. We worried about you! Chos skyabs climbed into the mountains to Father's home." 

We sat and waited for A pha to return. 

"How are A pha, A ma, Aunt, and Uncle?" A ma asked. 

"They're good," | answered. 

We waited for an hour and then saw a flashlight at the mountaintop. "They are all looking for you. 
Shout to them that you're here," A ma said. 

| yelled, "I'm here!" 

A pha, A mye, and Uncle repeatedly shouted, "Are you there?" to ensure | was OK. 

They were very anxious about me. My shouts calmed them. 

| worried A pha would scold me, but he hugged me when he arrived and said, "We were so worried! 
| went to the mountaintop and saw A mye, A yes, Aunt, and Uncle searching for you. | shouted to them that 
you were safely home." 

My grandparents always kept me from returning home late after that. 

| missed my grandparents terribly after they moved to the County Town. Sometimes, when | climbed 
to the mountaintop to check on the yaks, | walked to the crumbling walls of A mye's home, stood there, 
and my eyes filled with tears as | recalled A mye's stories and A mye loudly teaching me the Tibetan 
alphabet. 
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FIG 8. Rma bya (my paternal grandmother) at Mtsho sngon Lake (28 August 2022, Gtam dge legs). 


Grandmother (Rma bya) and I shared a room when Cousin was in senior high school. I developed a 
deep interest in listening to Grandmother's stories and her history. I was eager to listen to her every 
night after going to bed as she described her childhood, with anecdotes about her parents and siblings. 
I visualized the places she described and the characters she encountered: 
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| had two sisters. One died in the morning, and the second passed away the following evening. | was 
so young that | didn't fully understand the concept of death. When Father placed my sisters' bodies in a 
yak hair box, | thought they would play and wondered why | couldn't join them. Lonely, | went to play in the 
sheep enclosure, where | saw my sisters' necklaces. | picked them up and took them home. Mother scolded 
me. 

After summer, my family and | moved to our winter camp, stored our belongings, and returned to 
our Summer camp to gather more supplies. | noticed our family's mother dog nursing her puppies. | 
cautiously approached and also nursed. Eventually, | grew tired and fell asleep beneath her. When my 
family returned, they noticed me sleeping there and gave me water to clean my mouth. 

One summer, | was herding my family's calves on the grassland. | felt incredibly tired. The warm 
sun, gentle breezes, and a peaceful atmosphere lulled me into a deep sleep. 

When | eventually woke, | was startled to find a woman standing beside me with a red dog. | tried 
to make sense of the situation before | drifted away, but | could not recall what had happened that day. 

| woke up at home with my family by my side, concerned and relieved that | had regained 
consciousness. They told me | had been found on the grassland and brought back home. 

| fell seriously ill with a dry mouth that night, making it difficult for me to eat. With no access to 
hospitals, my parents discussed how to help me. Eventually, they took me to circumambulate the local 
deity mountain, Sga jo bo. 

Father went to the mountains the next day to herd our yaks, brought one yak from the mountain, 
and helped me mount it. 

While circumambulating the sacred mountain deity, we reached a halfway point where there was 
a rock hole. Entering through the right side, one came out on the left side. Those who successfully passed 
through this rock hole were considered meritorious. When Father and | reached this spot, Father put his 
rifle on my back, helped me dismount, and told me to go through the rock hole. 

After | emerged, Father held me close and noticed some ash nearby. He scooped up a handful, put 
it in his mouth, transferred some into mine, and told me to swallow. | did and steadily improved. 

| have three brothers. One brother was killed. After our parents passed away, some orphans, 
including one of my brothers, were taken to Khri 'du County. Our older brother left but eventually returned 
and insisted | escape from our village, but | could not. He then killed a sheep in our village and left with 
the carcass. | did not know his whereabouts. 

For many years, some community members told me he had died in a river. | believed he was gone, 
but a businessman from our community had surprising news: My brother was alive. | was delighted and 
hoped to be reunited with him. | began vividly dreaming of him as if he were trying to communicate with 
me. The businessman assured me that he would come to see me, but a month later, | heard he had passed 
away a month earlier. | was deeply hurt that the businessman had not told me this. 

After | married, my new family had four yaks and five sheep. Over the years, our livestock gradually 
increased to 500. 

Uncle Bosod rdo was a soldier, Tshe ba attended school, Pad+ma Ilha mo, your father, and your 
youngest uncle, Gtam dge legs, herded our livestock. 

When my husband passed away, most of our close relatives offered no support. It was just me, my 
husband's mother, and our children living together. We were challenged by insufficient grassland and many 
livestock. During the summer, your father, uncle, and aunt herded the livestock to the mountaintop in the 
morning, saving the mountainside grass for winter. 

After my children herded the livestock to the mountaintop, a neighbor's cattle and goats came onto 
our land, which led to conflicts between the children on the mountain. Our neighbor's livestock remained 
on our land until the afternoon. 

When a neighbor's elder came to retrieve their livestock, | invited her to our home for tea. My 
mother-in-law, who didn't appreciate interactions with our neighbors, wasn't at home. Neighbors would not 
visit when she was present. | poured tea for the old woman, and as she left, | gave her some sugar as a 
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goodwill gesture. My kids returned home from the mountain later and scolded me, saying that | was too 
kind to the old woman, that her family allowed their livestock to trespass onto our land and steal our grass, 
and asked why | was friendly to her. 

My mother-in-law had a temper and sometimes pointed her finger at me and scolded me. She 
ordered me to throw stones at our neighbors’ calves when they came near our house. | didn't want to do 
that. Kindness should guide our actions. However, my mother-in-law was often a good person. Whenever 
she went somewhere and received something from others, she brought it all back home for me. 

After my mother-in-law went to her son's home and eventually died there, and your uncles and 
aunts married, your younger uncle and | lived together for some years before we moved to the County Town. 
| asked your father to join us, but he refused. 

Life is impermanent. It has happiness and sadness. Don't be high when you're happy, and don't be 
low when you're bitter. 


I was interested in our community's story. My father, uncles, and community members told 
me they had encountered ghosts as children. I believed them. They had no reason to lie. Father said, 
"After our local bla ma, Sga gzhung ‘jigs sprul, the ghosts never reappeared." 

During winter vacation, I had a class from a Tibetan teacher at Mtsho sngon Minzu University. 
He said, "Don't believe in ghosts." 

I told him what I heard about ghosts from my home community. He listened, thought I was 
lying, and became angry, so I did not continue. 


GHOSTS 


Tongs skyid Village is a herding area surrounded by tall mountains with beautiful 
landscapes and four distinct seasons. Large rock holes are near the river in the mountains 
and are full of spider webs. You will feel afraid when you go near these holes. 

If you go alone near the rivers or on the mountains after sunset, you hear the wind 
and rivers and see rocks shaped like animals or humans that sometimes seem to move. When 
you look at the rock holes, they seem to become bigger. It seems like something is emerging 
from them. It's horrible and seems to be a place where ghosts gather. 

Many locals have had experiences with the ghosts they talk about. Here is a story 
about Sgrol ma's family, who live in Tongs skyid Village: 


Sgrol ma was Mtsho mo and Rdo rje's only child. One day at sunset, Sgrol ma began herding her 
family's female yaks back home to a river near her home, where the yaks drank water. After they 
were Satisfied, she herded them to where she and her mother tethered them. Sgrol ma discovered 
one female yak was missing and thought it must have stayed where she had herded the yaks that 
day in a valley, so she left without speaking to her mother. She thought, "I will go to the next valley 
when | reach the mountaintop. That's more convenient." 

When Mtsho mo looked at her family's G.rtse mtsho mo Mountain, she saw Sgrol ma was climbing 
and almost at the peak. Worried because it would soon be dark, Mtsho mo hurried home. Where Rdo rje 
was smoking and drinking milk tea with his friend, Bkra shis. 

"Rdo rje, Sgrol ma has gone to look for a missing yak. She is climbing G.rtse Mountain. It's getting 
dark, Sgrol ma said." 

Rdo rje angrily said, "Why didn't you tell her not to go?" 

"She was already on G.rtse when | saw her." 

"Foolish girl." 

He went out to check and was very worried when he saw Sgrol ma at the mountaintop and headed 
to the next mountain valley. Bkra shis said, "I'll go with you." 
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Rdo rje took a flashlight, and they started climbing G.rtse Mountain. 

When Sgrol ma reached where she had herded the yaks, it was dark and she couldn't see anything. 
Knowing she couldn't find the yak, she regretted not bringing a flashlight and decided to return home. She 
was scared, walked some steps, and suddenly fainted. 

Rdo rje and Bkra shis silently climbed and reached the valley where Sgrol ma had gone a half hour 
later. They couldn't see anything, even with the flashlight. Rdo rje yelled his daughter's name again and 
again until he was hoarse. There was no answer. After searching for two hours, Bkra shis said, "We can't 
find her. Let's go back and ask the neighbors to help." 

Meanwhile, Mtsho mo chanted scriptures and fingered beads while waiting for her daughter, 
husband, and Bkra shis. When Mtsho mo heard dogs barking, she went outside. Rdo rje and Bkra shis had 
arrived. When Mtsho mo did not see her daughter, her heart felt pricked by a needle. She asked, "Where 
is Sgrol ma?" 

Rdo rje answered, "We didn't find her." 

Mtsho mo cried and said, "It's my fault. didn't pay attention to her while we were tethering the yaks." 

Bkra shis said, "I will go ask the neighbors for help. We will all climb the mountain and search for 
her." 

Sgrol ma was in a big rock cavity full of human and livestock skeletons and blood. When she 
regained consciousness a few minutes later, some terrible ghosts came inside with rabbits behind them. 
The biggest ghost milked the rabbits in a human skull and handed it to the biggest ghost. They whispered 
something Sgrol ma didn't understand. A ghost then gave Sgrol ma a human skull full of rabbit milk. She 
took the skull but didn't drink the milk. The ghost then angrily grasped her hair and forced her to put some 
in her mouth but she didn't swallow it. 

Mtsho mo, Rdo rje, Bkra shis, and their neighbors searched all night. In the morning, they gathered 
at Rdo rje's home. Mtsho mo's eyes were swollen and red, her hair was like spider webs, prayer beads 
were in her right hand, and she was sitting on a sofa. A neighbor woman held a bow! with rtsam pa and sat 
next to Mtsho mo, comforting her and encouraging her to eat. Rdo rje stood near the door with a sorrowful 
face. They had thought their treasures were their yaks, but now they understood Sgrol ma was their true 
treasure and life was meaningless without her. Some neighbor women milked their yaks, untied them, and 
the men drove them to the grassland. 

A big rock hole was behind Sgrol ma's family's house. After sunset, the ghost took Sgrol ma there, 
and she saw her parents and neighbors, but they couldn't see or hear her. 

The ghost and Sgrol ma returned to the rock where ghosts gathered; after this journey, The biggest 
ghost checked what the ghosts had collected that night. Most had fresh livestock but two had a human 
corpse, which they divided into two parts. One part was the corpse's upper part, and the second was the 
legs. The two ghosts were full of fresh blood. The ghosts put all they had collected in front of the biggest 
ghost, who used a horse jaw to cut one arm off the corpse and gave it to Sgrol ma, who was very hungry 
and thirsty, but when she saw the corpse's bloody arm, she vomited. She pretended to eat and discarded 
the arm when the ghosts weren't paying attention. 

Rdo rje and his neighbors climbed the mountain again to search for Sgrol ma. Bkra shis said, "I 
think ghosts caught Sgrol ma. | heard a boy disappeared in Gter chu Village at night. They invited Byams 
ba blo bzang, a monk from Zil dkra Monastery. | will invite him. That's better than looking again." 

Tshe ring returned home. His horses were grazing near his house, so he herded them back home, 
saddled 2, and went to Rdo rje's home, where Bkra shis and Rdo rje were waiting for him. 

Tshe ring said, "We will invite Byams ba blo bzang. Don't worry too much. Byams ba blo bzang will 
save your daughter. Go home and eat something." 

Rdo rje's eyes were full of tears. He said, "Thank you both." 

Sgrol ma went without food and drink for three days, living among the terrible ghosts and suffering 
in the horrible rock cavity, expecting to die soon. 

Rdo rje and Mtsho mo Both loudly wailed, "Please save our daughter!" 
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When Byams ba blo bzang arrived at Rdo rje's home, Byams ba blo bzang asked Sgrol ma's parents 
for details, and Rdo rje and Mtsho mo answered all his questions. 

Byams ba blo bzang told Rdo rje to carry his ritual instruments in a yak skin box and began to climb 
up G.rtse Mountain, Followed by Sgrol ma's parents and neighbors, Byams ba blo bzang chanted all the 
way without talking. When they got up on G.rtse Mountain, he sat, told Rdo rje to take his ritual instruments 
from the yak skin box, and told Bkra shis to collect yak dung, set it on fire, and add juniper. Byams ba blo 
bzang conducted rituals for two hours and told Rdo rje and Bkra shis to climb to the mountaintop and 
search for Sgrol ma. Rdo rje and Bkra shis found Sgrol ma lying by a boulder when they reached the valley 
where Sgrol ma had gone. Rdo rje ran and held her. Her eyes were moving, but her body was corpse-like. 
They took her to Byams ba blo bzang, who chanted and performed another ritual. They said, "She should 
eat and rest for a few days. She will recover. Don't worry." 

When Byams ba blo bzang prepared to leave, Sgrol ma's parents said, "We have some yaks to offer 
you." 

Byams bl blo bzang refused, so they gave him 300RMB and said with happy tears, "You saved our 
child. We will never forget you." 

Sgrol ma was much better three days later and told her parents everything. Afterward, her parents 
never let her go alone to the mountain. Sgrol ma married and told her children her story, but they didn't 
believe it. 
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FIG 9. My father and mother at our winter home (2020, Don ‘grub rdo rje). 
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FIG 10. Don 'grub rdo rje (2015, Brother, unidentified photographer). 


FIG 11. A phyi sgrol ma mtsho mo lives in the County Town. She has one daughter and three sons. 
The oldest son is a monk (unidentified photographer). 
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FIG 12. A phyi sgrol dkar g.yang. Her family lived in Yul shul City until her two sons became monks 
and moved to a monastery in Sichuan Province. Her family then rented a room and lived there. They 
only returned to our community during caterpillar fungi collection season (unidentified 


photographer). 
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FIG 13. A zhang mad med lha skyabs lived in the County Town and is illiterate. He bought caterpillar 
fungi from Chinese who came to our community and from Tibetans. He also bought antlers and sold 
them to Muslim and Chinese businessmen in the County Town. He was skilled at making Tibetan 


clothes. His family had one son (unidentified photographer). 
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FIG 14. A zhang blo bzang nyi ma lived in the County Town and was skilled at making Tibetan clothes. 
He used yak hair to make insoles and crafted yak leather bags. He made and sold these items through 
social media and during big festivals in the County Town. He had two sons (unidentified 
photographer). 
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FIG 15. A ye rgya thar was especially kind to my father after he and his siblings became orphans. She 
was also kind to me since I was seven years old. She stayed at my family’s summer camp in an adobe 
house with a friend when she came to collect caterpillar fungi. I herded yaks around the house each 
afternoon. When I stopped by where she lived, she prepared food, gave me snacks, and kindly talked 
to me. She sometimes visited my home. If my father scolded me, she stopped him. These are vivid, 
wonderful memories (unidentified photographer). 
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FIG 16. Lo sar in our home. I am taller than Brother (2001, unidentified photographer). 
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FIG 17. Rma bya (sits in front), (L-R) Bsod rdo, Chos skyabs, (R-L) Sgrol ma, Pad+ma lha, Tshe ba, 
and Gtam dge legs (2017, Thang skyid Village, unidentified photographer). 


FIG 18. (L-R) Tshe ba, Bsod rdo, Sgrol ma, Pad+ma lha, Father, and Gtam dge legs in Lha sa (2024, 
unidentified photographer). 
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FIG 19. Aunt Tshe ring sgron dkar (R) and her husband (L) and her mother supported my brother and 
me countless times when we needed help. After I graduated from Ra rgya, she suggested that I learn 
English. Her help was very important was more important than monetary assistance. What you learn 
is forever. I learned many new things after I came into contact with English. When I returned to my 
home pastoral area, I could read simple English stories and listen to famous speakers giving English 
talks, download them to my mobile phone, and listen to them while herding, going to sleep, and after 
waking in the morning, which delighted me. These achievements were made with the help of my aunt 
and her mother (19 July 2023).9 


9'Dan ma bkra shis rab rgya took photographs lacking photographer attribution. 
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FIG 20. My father with Uncle Thub Rdo (right). We were not relatives, but I called him "uncle" as he was 
my father's best friend. They became friends around the age of twenty. During my family's difficult times, 
he helped us, and we enjoyed his visits. His family lived in a township and whenever my father visited, he 
and Uncle Thub rdo stayed home or drove somewhere and chatted all day. They had endless topics to 
discuss. 

Father often said, "Thub rdo helped me a lot without expecting anything in return. I am very 
grateful to him." 

In 2024, Uncle Thub rdo's family moved to their herding area. Father remarked, "The township 
feels empty without Thub rdo." 

I often thought he was a true friend. 

Ihave a strong friendship with Uncle Thub rdo's three sons. 

I took this picture in May 2024 when my family was preparing to move to our summer camp, and 
Uncle Thub rdo (left) visited. A picture of them together was important, as they had never had one before 
(5 July 2024). 
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MILKING AND MAKING CHEESE, BUTTER, AND 
YOGURT 


FIG 21. Winter camp. We moved to the summer camp in mid-July. When I was a child, Mother 
milked fifty female yaks.1° The seven female yaks Mother milked in 2022 are in the photo (1 July 
2022). 


10 When I was a child, Mother milked fifty female yaks in the morning and again at two PM. She woke up at 
three AM to milk and used a milk separator that produced buttermilk and butter. Mother saved buttermilk for 
three days, boiled it, and then sundried it to make cheese. She saved the butter for three days, mixed it, saved 
it in a sheepskin or yak skin container, and stored it. Mother also heated milk, added a little yogurt, and made 
fresh yogurt. Mother gave cheese and butter to some of our relatives because my family herded their female 
yaks. Later, Mother milked only seven female yaks. We had wild yak bulls, so the calves were difficult to 
tether. Mother saved butter, made butter lamps after my maternal grandfather's death and offered some of 
both to Zil dkar Monastery. 
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FIG 22. Herding female yaks back home in winter, where we tethered them in nor lhas (29 November 
2022). 


FIG 23. (L) Calves were tethered from morning to afternoon. Mother yaks returned by themselves at 
about two PM. Mother milked them and let the calves nurse and graze until we herded them back 
home (August 2022). 
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FIG 24. Female yaks return to the mountains after milking (18 July 2022). 
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FIG 26. A six-month-old female yak calf bu lu (be'u). Father sent me a photo when I was at 
school. This is our wild yak's first calf in 2022. It was very scared when it saw us or heard cars 
or motorcycles when it was very young. Mother milked this calf's mother, began to tether it, 
and petted it every morning and afternoon, so she slowly became less afraid, like normal 
calves. Her size and horns were like her father's. Her color was like her mother's. Her mother 
was obedient and gave lots of milk (13 August 2022). 
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FIG 27. A six-month-old yak calf bu lu (be'u) (13 August 2022). 
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Mother milked more than forty yaks when I was a child. After milking, Mother untethered 
the calves. After breakfast, I herded them to our winter land until noon. When I saw the 
calves' mothers come down from the mountain, I herded the calves back to where they were 
tethered, and Mother tied them. Sometimes, I was busy looking for baby birds, so I went near 
the river, played with water and long grass, and ignored the calves. Some female yaks came 
back home for their calves early. When calves saw their mothers, they ran quickly toward 
them. I ran behind, but the calves ran faster, and I couldn't catch them. Some nursed their 
mothers. I was angry with some of the biggest calves. When I couldn't hear them back to 
where they were tethered, I tried to hit them with stones, but Mother scolded me. 

Mother milked and then let the calves nurse. Some mornings, I did not let the calves 
nurse for very long and tethered them again. Later, when the mothers came from the 
mountain early, Mother told me to let the calves nurse longer. When some calves saw the 
female yaks, they looked for an opportunity to run to them, so I herded them to where they 
couldn't see other yaks. 

After milking the calves in the mornings, Mother tethered them until noon. After their 
mothers came and she milked them, she let the calves go with them to graze. I had many 
experiences with calves in my childhood that made me tired, happy, and sad, but I loved them 
a lot because they were so cute. When I was at school and female yaks gave birth, I phoned 
my parents, who sent me the baby calves' photos. 

Baby calves, lambs, kids, and puppies are my favorites. They are the cutest in the world 
(13 August 2022). 
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FIG 29. Mother and our herder tether the yaks (27 August 2022). 


FIG 30. I tethered calve yaks in the rdang (be'u rdang) 'tethering area’. The two-year-old yaks' 
tethering area was ya rdang (yar rdang) (27 August 2022). 
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FIG 31. Father and I were herding yaks when this female yak jumped from where she was standing and 
broke her leg. Father and I herded her back home. Father prepared pieces of wood, tied her four legs 
together, put her on the ground, and asked Mother to hold the yak's head. Father used a slingshot. He tied 
one end of the slingshot around his waist and tied the yak's broken leg to the end of the slingshot. After he 
found where her leg was broken, he covered it with cloth, put splints outside, and tied them together with 
string. I asked my parents about using a slingshot to do this and why they did not use string. They explained, 
"Using a slingshot will help the leg recover, which is what our parents did." A month later, the female yak 
recovered (7 May 2024). 
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FIG 32. shug pa rdo btags. This juniper was five kilometers from our home. Our community people 
called it shug pa rdo btags, 'stone tied on the juniper’, but stones were not tied to it. If a yak calf died 
from disease, the family headman took the dead calf and tied it to shug pa rdo btags. This stopped 
calves from dying from disease (17 December 2024). 
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When I was seven years old, Spring came and the weather warmed. The mountains were enveloped 
by beautiful white fog, and melted snow flowed into the Yangtze River. Grass sprouts were green. Near 
the steam, lu gu flowered, and cuckoo's pleasant calls were everywhere when thunder announced rain 
would come. Mother ordered me to go to where our female yaks were tethered, pull the tethers, and 
say, "Da lo yar sang lo grags snga go snyan go yag ‘Such happiness to hear thunder that come this year 
earlier than next year."" Mother said when she was a child, her family lived in black tents all year. 
When they heard thunder in spring, they closed the tent flap and said, "Da lo yar sang lo grags snga 
go snyan go yag." When I was a child, my family used a black tent only in summer. At other times, we 
lived in an adobe house. 

Our community did this every year in spring when we first heard thunder. 

One afternoon, I secretly went below our house where there was a small steam and blooming 
lu gu (g.yar mo thang pa) flowers and picked some. I didn't pick lu gu flowers in front of my parents 
because they scolded me. 

"Bkra shis rab rgyas, come here," Father called 

I ran to Father, who said, "I saw a female yak giving birth." 

"We will go bring the calf home." 

"Why do we need to bring the calf home?" 

"An eagle will kill and eat it if we don't.” 

"The calf is bigger than the eagle, so how can it eat it?" 

"When I was a child like you, your grandmother put my lunch in a yak hair bag and told me 
not to let eagles eat calves during the female yaks' birthing time." 

"How can an eagle eat a calf?" 

"Eagles swoop down, lift the calf into the sky with its talons, drop the calf, and when the calf 
is unconscious, they eat it.” 

An eagle flew in a circle above the female yak, and Father shouted, "Bya glag." 

The eagle flew away. When we got near the calf, the mother was licking it clean. When the calf 
could stand, Father told me to pick it up. "I can't lift the calf," I said 

Father picked it up, and the mother yak followed us home. We used a 'khor rdo, a meter-long 
yak hair rope’ Mother made for tethering the calf. 

After lunch, I went to see the calf and touched its head. It didn't move. Unfortunately, the 
next morning, Mother said the calf seemed ill. I ran to check. The calf was so weak it couldn't stand 
nor nurse its mother. Father forced open the calf's mouth and made the calf swallow some medicine. 
Then we returned home and had breakfast. Later, I checked the calf and found it weak and sleeping. 
In the afternoon, when I checked, its head was on the ground. It was dead. I was sad and cried a lot. 
My parents came to me and said, "Don't cry. Our other female yaks will give birth." 

"But I liked this one so much. It was so cute," I said. 

A few days later, a yak gave birth, and the calf also became ill and died. Ten calves died, and 
Father thought it was an infectious disease, so he went to the Township Town, bought drugs, and gave 
them to the newborns, but the calves continued dying. Meanwhile, our neighbors' yaks gave birth to 
twenty calves, but only one of their calves died. My parents dug a hole and buried the dead calves in 
front of our house door. Later, we were having lunch. Our Tibetan mastiff barked fiercely. We stopped 
eating, went outside, and saw an elder community man coming. Father ordered me, "Hold the dog." 

I held Yar 'gro's head while my parents escorted the visitor into our home. A community saying 
goes that if guests visit while you are having a meal, they are not secretly slandering you. But if you 
have just finished a meal when a guest arrives, the guest is secretly slandering you. 

I thought this old man was not secretly slandering my family. 

"How are you and your family doing?" Father asked. 

"Doing good," the old man said 

"Good," Father said. 
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"I heard your family calves are dying from disease." 

"Yes. I gave them medicine and whatever I could think of, but it all has been useless." 

"Did you tie the dead calves to shug pa rdo btags?" 

"No." 

"Five years ago, twenty of our calves died from disease. I took a dead calf, tied it to shug pa rdo 
btags, and they stopped dying. 

"IT never thought of that." 

"Tie one dead calf to shug pa rdo btags. might help." 

"Ok. Tomorrow I will go to shug pa rdo btags," Father said. 

"Are there any dead calf bodies?" Father asked Mother. 

"There is one," Mother answered. 

My parents and the old man chatted. Mother cooked meat. The old man ate some and then 
left. 

The next day, Father put the calf's dead in a plastic bag, tied it to the motorcycle, and said, "It 
will be cold on the motorcycle, so wear a Tibetan robe." 

Halfway there, we felt cold, stopped, and Father smoked a cigarette. A few minutes after we 
resumed our trip, Father stopped and told me to get off. I took a few steps. My feet were so cold I 
couldn't walk very well. Father told me to walk for a few minutes. Then we started again and reached 
the ice-covered in ten minutes. As we walked on the ice, I asked, "How do you go to shug pa rdo btags 
in summer?" 

"We can't. The river is deep. Some of our community's young people drowned in this river. 
When you grow up, don't swim in the Gter River. It's dangerous," Father said. 

"OK," I answered. 

After crossing the river, we walked to a big juniper tied with many things. Dead calves and 
some kha btags were tied on it. Father took our dead calf from the plastic bag and tied it to the shug 
pa rdo btags with a yak hair rope. 

"Why is this called shug pa rdo btags?" 

"Some of our community elders said that many years ago, a monk who meditated behind the 
shug pa rdo btags in a cliff told the juniper, "If you help this community, your name will be Lha shing 
shug pa. If you do not help this community, your name will be Shug pa rdo btags. 

"So why do add our community members call it shug pa rdo btags," I asked, 

"I don't know," Father said. 

I looked at the shug pa rdo btags and hoped our calves would stop dying. 

We went home, and our calves stopped dying. That was an amazing juniper. The road to our 
township was built, and it ran by the shug pa rdo btags. I recalled this story whenever I passed the 
shug pa rdo btags. 
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FIG 33. 'O ma 'milk' from seven female yaks (14 August 2022). 


FIG 34. Boiling milk (15 July 2022). 


er and buttermilk, 22 July 2022). 
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FIG 35. Separating milk (butt 
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FIG 36. Mother cleans the milk separator. When Brother and I were children, we waited for Mother 
in the afternoon while she cleaned the milk separators. Some of the separators had cream on them, 
and Mother let us lick them. It was delicious (22 July 2022). 


») = 


, 


{VEU Alg 
Be 5. 


i 39: 


he ltd 


e57e 


FIG 37. Drying parts of the milk separator (22 July 2022). 
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FIG 38. Cheese is made from buttermilk. We divided the buttermilk, using half to produce cheese and 
the remaining half to feed our family'a dogs (22 July 2022). 


FIG 39. Buttermilk heats on a tho kha (thab ka) ‘adobe stove’ Mother made. When I was a child, our 
black tent was our home, and we relied on an adobe stove for cooking. Once we moved inside, we had 
a metal stove for daily cooking. Today, we continue to cook cheese using the adobe stove, which is 
particularly effective. Whenever I see an adobe stove, it triggers a flood of childhood memories of time 
spent with my family. The adobe stove was a central element of our home, symbolizing warmth, 
nourishment, togetherness, and sharing meals (22 August 2022). 


FIG 40. Drying phyu ra 'cheese' on plastic. Cheese is phyu ra. There are two types - skya phyu and 
sngo phyu. Skya phyu is pictured below. Sngo phyu is boiled, strained, removed, and put out to dry. 
Skya chu is boiled for almost one day and is white. Sngo phyu is yellow. Both cheeses are put in plastic 
bags with holes so the liquid will drain. Historically, cheeses were dried on yak hair cloth. Mother uses 
sngo phyu to make Tibetan cakes during the Tibetan New Year (15 September 2022). 
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FIG 41. Sngo phyu. Most people prefer sngo phyu, which is hard to make. I have memories of my 
childhood and Mother diligently drying cheese every summer day. We had 50 yaks that produced a 
lot of milk at that time. Mother skillfully converted the milk to cheese, sun-dried it, and stored it in 
plastic bags, preserving it for the winter months when cheese production wasn't possible. Dried cheese 
was a special winter treat that we added to rtsam pa, mixed with yogurt, and combined with cream. 
Mother dried cheese with our relatives and bla ma during our community celebration (15 September 
2022). 


FIG 42. Cream eaten with bread (July 2022). 
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FIG 43. Mother agitated cream with her hands to make butter. During summer, making butter was 
an essential part of Mother's work. White butter is made in spring and autumn, while yellow butter is 
made in summer (16 August 2022). 


FIG 44. Mother made mar ‘butter' piece by piece. After agitating the cream, she solidified the butter 
in a bowl of cold water. Once solidified, she shaped the butter into small pieces, stored them in plastic 
containers, and placed them in a refrigerator. In spring during my childhood, Mother took yak skins, 
goat skins, and sheep skins and soaked them in water for two weeks to one month to make the skins 
more pliable. She plucked hair from the skins and sewed them together using a needle and thread, 
creating bags. During summer, Mother made butter and wrapped each chunk in a skin bag to store 
and keep it fresh. Occasionally, we opened the bags and discovered a few pieces had gone bad. Not 
wanting to waste it, we ate it anyway (16 August 2022). 
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FIG 45. Rtsam pa with cheese and butter is a common breakfast food, especially for elders. My parents 
enjoy rtsam pa for breakfast. Mother placed a brngo gtsang 'pot' on an earth adobe stove to make 
roast barley and added sand. Once the pot was heated, she added barley grain and stirred as it parched. 
After parching, she poured the barley with the sand into a metal basin with many small holes 
separating the parched barley from the sand. Mother then spread the parched barley on a large cloth. 
Meanwhile, Brother and I brought bowls of butter that Mother mixed with freshly parched barley for 
a delicious treat. Mother ground it with a stone wheel when she had enough parched barley. This 
traditional method of grinding barley created finely textured, flavorful rtsam pa. In 2024, machine- 
ground rtsam pa was generally purchased in the Township Town (August 2022). 


FIG 46. Skal rnam made this a 'o rdo (‘ur cha) 'slingshot' and used it while herding yaks. Slingshots 
made herding yaks easier. In summer, three-year-old and four-year-old yaks looked for marmot holes 
and ate marmot dung. Some small rock holes had soil that tasted salt, and yaks liked to lick it. When 
I was eight, Mother untied the female yaks in the morning, and I herded them on the mountainside. 

Young yaks in another location were hard to gather and herd to one area. Father often allowed 
us to use slingshots in summer but said, "Yaks will not be fat if you often use slingshots. Later in winter, 
they will lack energy and die." 

In winter, Father often said, "In the morning, herd yaks to the grass, and in the afternoon, 
herd them back home. Don't make them move quickly, or they'll become tired, thin, and die." 

I paid little attention at that time. Sometimes, I used a slingshot and hit some yaks very hard 
until my right arm was sore. In winter, sometimes I herded the yaks back home, was bored, and 
herded yaks slowly. When Father wasn't watching, I made the yaks go quickly. When I was fifteen, I 
realized Father was right, so I didn't use a slingshot to hit the yaks hard and did not make them go 
fast. In winter, I did not use a slingshot. I used a slingshot in summer but made sure the stone hit near 
them (24 October 2023). 
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COLLECTING YAK DUNG 


FIG 47. When I was seven, Mother milked fifty female yaks and collected yak dung. She dried fresh 
yak dung and put it into a hole in a mound of yak dung to dry further for one year when it was ready 
to use as fuel. I helped Mother collect yak dung when I was nine. My parents gave yak dung to relatives 
living in the Township Town and sold some to Chinese collecting caterpillar fungi. In 2022, we only 
collected enough yak dung for our family to burn for fuel (17 August 2022). 
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FIG 48. Yak dung was stored here and taken to our home for fuel a year after it dried. Yak dung 
represents auspiciousness in my home community. When bla ma come to a family's home, that family 
puts a bag of dry yak dung outside the yard or house door and puts a white or yellow kha btags on top 


of the bag (21 August 2022). 


FIG 49. Yak dung was stored here for a year, dried, and taken to our home for fuel. When I and Brother 
were children, we herded yaks back home in the afternoon. On the way, Brother and I made fresh yak 
dung into long sword shapes resembling what we saw on TV. The next morning, while herding yaks 
to graze, we checked to see if the yak dung sword was frozen. If it was, we played a lot with it (21 
August 2022). 


666 


A 


MOVING TO OUR SUMMER CAMP, OUR OLD 
SUMMER CAMP, AND OUR NEW SUMMER CAMP 


We moved from our winter camp to our summer camp in July. When I was five, my parents put 
Brother and me on a riding yak and our belongings on other pack yaks to move to our summer camp. 
We lived in a black yak hair tent at that time. Sometimes, my parents were busy with our yaks and 
other chores, so they tied Brother and me to our tent until they finished work. The tent was cold and 
uncomfortable when it rained and water dripped into the tent, but it was comfortable when the sun 
shone. When I was eight, Father arranged for some A mdo caterpillar fungi collectors to build an 
adobe house, which we lived in until I went to school. After my grandparents and uncle moved to the 
County Town and allowed us to use their land, my family changed our summer camp to my 
grandparents’ land. In 2022, we used our pickup to move from winter to summer camps. 


FIG 50. Ready to move to our summer camp with our pickup (17 August 2022). 
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FIG 51. As a child, we lived here for two months a year with my grandparents and my mother's 
youngest brother (21 August 2022). 


FIG 52. My grandfather and his oldest son lived in these earth houses before they moved to 
the County Town. As a child, my grandparents taught me scriptures and Tibetan and told me 
stories. All the scriptures I knew were taught by my grandparents, who loved me and were 
very kind to me. I am very grateful to them (21 August 2022). 
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FIG 53. When Grandmother and my uncles moved to the County Town, Grandmother suggested 
Father also move, but he disagreed. After they left, Father bought grandparents' and their sons and 
daughters’ land that became our summer camp. It borders our land and is a gorgeous place in summer, 
and it is also my birthplace. My family lived here in a tent until I was seven. We lived in the adobe 
house I mentioned earlier for five years after my maternal grandparents moved to the County Town 
(2 August 2022). 
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FIG 54. The ruins of our summer camp's adobe house are significant to me and my family history. 
This was where my family pitched our black yak tent and where I was born (2 August 2022). 
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I was thirteen in 2013. Most children in our community attended school in the township or county 
towns, while I spent my days herding livestock. 

"We will move to our summer camp in two days after we return from collecting caterpillar 
fungi. Bkra shis rab rgyas, please gather the male yaks from the mountains," Father said. 

Before we moved to our summer camp, Mother packed necessary items in yak hair boxes, 
stored butter in sheep stomachs, and told Brother and me to store them in the house of a neighbor 
who wouldn't move to their summer camp. Walking from our house to the mountain where the yaks 
were grazing took half an hour. I got up and went to where Mother was milking while chanting 
melodiously. I also heard birds singing. Once she was done, Mother untied the female yaks and 
reminded me of my tasks for the day - herd the female yaks to our summer land and bring the male 
yaks back home as Father had instructed the day before. 

I said, "OK, first I have to take some things," and headed to our storeroom where Mother kept 
snacks and drinks for our shop, which my parents opened only during caterpillar fungi time. We sold 
liquor, chicken drumsticks, snacks, and cigarettes. I grabbed some snacks and a drink, mounted my 
female riding yak, and rode toward the summer camp. Once I reached the campsite, I left my female 
yak and climbed up the mountain to where the male yaks were grazing in separate valleys. As I slowly 
made my way up the mountain, I noticed some old caterpillar fungi I had gathered before herding the 
male yaks back home into a stone enclosure. Father, Brother, and Mother came over. Father said, 
"Bkra shis rab rgyas and Don rdo, you both stay at the gate and ensure the yaks don't escape. I'll catch 
some of them." 

Brother and I replied with a simple, "OK." 

Mother brought several two-meter-long yak hair tethers. Father took one and slowly 
approached an old yak, carefully wrapped the rope around its neck, tethered it, moved on to the next 
yak, and repeated the process until he had tied five male yaks. Once finished, he said, "Don 'grub rdo 
rje, herd the other yaks to the summer camp and return soon. Bkra shis rab rgyas, please stay and 
help me." 

Father loaded five yaks with packs while Mother prepared yak hair sacks and tied them to the 
packs. Mother closed our winter house's wooden door after we loaded everything. This stone house 
had a living room, a storeroom for food, and a shrine room where family members worshipped 
Buddha images and photographs of reincarnation bla ma. Butter lamps and containers of sacred water 
were also here. 

A family friend who was a professional builder built this house. Some of our relatives came 
and brought shrubs used in the house-building process. brought red soil from a kilometer away and 
water from two kilometers away to mix with the soil for house construction. 

After Brother returned, Father instructed, "I have untied the yaks. You two slowly herd them 
to our summer camp. Your mother and I will ride the motorcycle there and prepare for their arrival. 
I will then return to help you herd the yaks. Be careful and move slowly. If you push them too fast, 
they might run, we won't be able to catch them easily, and their packs may fall off and scatter. Do you 
understand?" 

"Yes." 

After Brother and I started herding the yaks, I recalled our family moving from winter to 
summer camp when I was six. We didn't have a motorcycle. Father rode a horse if he needed to go to 
the Township Town or distant places. When we moved to the summer camp, we put the necessary 
things on the yak back, and Brother and I rode a yak named Sna lo dmar jo. He had very long horns 
and weighed almost 400 kilograms. Our parents put us in a ko sgam ‘wooden box covered with yak 
skin' and placed it on his back. Brother and I fearfully sat quietly. Sna lo dmar jo walked slowly, never 
letting Brother and me fall. At other times, if there were large things to carry, my family put more 
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things on him to carry. He carried things very well, so Father did not slaughter him. He was eventually 
killed by a wolf when he got older. This precious yak helped my family countless times, and I will never 
forget him. 

The main difference between when I was six and now is that we no longer pitch a black tent. 
My maternal grandfather made my family's large black tent from yak hair and wool. When we moved 
from winter to summer camp, my parents put the black tent on a yak's back. Living in the black yak 
tent was comfortable. During the daytime, we could hear birds outside and smell colorful flowers; 
sunshine shone through small holes in the tent. Those were happy moments, but there were also 
difficult times. Rain dripped through the tent on rainy nights, soaking our clothes and quilts. The next 
day, Mother gave us dry clothes she had stored in a plastic bag, but we had few shoes, so we wore wet 
ones. Father and Mother wore wet clothes and went to work in the morning as usual. 

Later, some A mdo locals came to my home to collect caterpillar fungi. Father allowed them to 
build an adobe house on the summer pasture. The house's roof had several long poles across the top 
of the walls covered with boards. A layer of thick plastic covered with shrubs was placed on top of the 
boards, followed by a layer of soil. The house had a living room and a storeroom. The living room had 
a metal stove and a cabinet for dishes, chopsticks, bowls, plates, pots, and food. Mother made the 
cabinet from red soil Brother and I collected from behind our house. There were two beds made of 
stone. A white cloth covered the storeroom door opening. Mother also built a small stone room to 
store dry yak dung and an adobe bed for guests to sleep on or for us to sit on during the day. She also 
built an adobe stove inside the storeroom to prepare cheese. Sometimes, Father killed a marmot and 
cooked it on the stove. 

When Brother and I were five kilometers away, Father walked back to help us herd the yaks 
and asked, "Are you two hungry?" 

"Not yet." 

We drove the yaks to our house. When we reached the summer pasture, Mother gave Father a 
one-meter rope. Father said, "Bkra shis rab rgyas and Don rdo, keep an eye on the yaks and ensure 
they don't run away." 

"Yes." 

Father put the rope around the yaks one by one. He removed items from the back of the yaks 
and placed them on the ground while Mother held the rope's end. We moved everything to the 
storeroom after Father unpacked the yaks. At around six PM, Father said, "Bkra shis rab rgyas, you 
go herd the female yaks here." 

"OK." 

I went to drive the female yaks home at sunset. The yaks were in a new place and didn't know 
where to sleep, so Father, Brother, and I watched to ensure they didn't run away while Mother caught 
them individually. She tethered all forty female yaks she needed to milk the next morning and then 
cooked noodles with meat for our supper. While we were eating, she told Brother and me, "Tomorrow, 
you two collect old caterpillar fungi. Your father will sell them and buy watermelons for you." 

"OK, we will." 

We collected caterpillar fungi for a few days and got a lot of watermelons and snacks. 

During summer, Mother milked the female yaks in the morning and again in the afternoon. 
One day, while climbing a mountain where forty female yaks were grazing with male yaks, I checked 
to see if Brother and Mother had tied the calves. They had. I separated the forty female yaks from the 
male yaks and herded them home. Mother was holding two wooden buckets she set down near the 
female yaks. When I arrived, Mother began tethering them and said, "Bkra shis rab rgyas, untie that 
black calf." 

I then untied a black calf that immediately rushed to its mother and began nursing 
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energetically, causing her discomfort as it butted her udder. The calf periodically looked at its mother 
while nursing. After five minutes, Mother instructed me to retie the calf. It required all my strength 
to pull it away from its mother. Before milking, Mother poured water into a wooden bucket and 
washed her hands. Next, she grabbed a yak hair rope from the ground, hobbled the mother yak's back 
legs, and began milking. 

"Where did Father go?" 

"To the Township Town. You go home. I cooked lunch for you." 

"OK." 

I hungrily ran to our house, checked the pot, and found Mother had cooked my favorite - 
vermicelli and rice. I took a bowl and added rice and vermicelli. I ate five bowls and was so full I could 
hardly move. The weather was hot, so I had a cup of cold water and rested on the bed. A bit later, I 
returned to where Mother was milking. Brother and I began to ride the calves and play with them. 
Mother noticed and said, "Please don't play with them. It makes it hard for me to catch them." 

After we stopped playing, Mother finished milking, untied the female yaks, collected fresh yak 
dung, divided it into small pieces to dry, picked up the two wooden buckets full of milk, and then we 
walked back to the house. After scooping ash from the adobe stove into a rusty metal container and 
carrying it outside to empty, Mother added dry yak dung to the adobe stove, lit it, poured the milk 
from the two buckets into a big pot, and placed the pot on the adobe stove to boil. 

I curiously went outside when I heard a dog barking. A horseman was coming down the 
mountain. I returned to the storeroom and reported, "A horseman's coming down the mountain." 

Mother went out to check, and I followed. Mother said, "That's Father!" 

I was happy it was Grandfather because I knew I could ride his horse later. He was very kind 
to me. Instead of returning to the room, I watched him approach. When he was about a kilometer 
away, I couldn't wait, ran to him, and greeted, "How are you?" 

"Great." 

He dismounted, kissed me on the forehead, and asked, "How are your parents and brother?" 

"They're doing well." 

"That's great to hear." 

"May I ride your horse?" 

"Sure." 

Grandfather helped me mount his horse and led the horse slowly toward my home. I felt very 
happy. When we got near, Mother greeted Grandfather, who unsaddled the horse, put the saddle in 
the storeroom, led the horse to an area with plenty of grass, drove a peg in the ground, and tied the 
horse to it using a long rope. 

After boiling milk tea, Mother asked, "Father, would you like to eat meat or rtsam pa?" 

"Rtsam pa." 

After eating rtsam pa, Mother offered him a bowl of yogurt without sugar. We usually eat 
yogurt with sugar, especially me. Grandfather was different. He only liked yogurt without sugar. A few 
minutes later, we heard a motorcycle. Brother and I immediately exclaimed, "That's Father!" and 
rushed outside. Father was riding his motorcycle with large plastic bags tied behind him. When Father 
arrived, he greeted Grandfather, "How are you?" 

"I'm good. How about you?" 

"I'm good too." 

"When did you arrive?" 

"This afternoon.” 

Father said to Brother and me, "Take the plastic bags off the motorcycle." 

We took the bags off the motorcycle and brought them into the living room. Mother poured 
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milk tea for Father, and we opened the bags. Inside were watermelons, drinks, two boxes of instant 
noodles, and snacks. We had some snacks while Father and Grandfather talked about Grandmother 
and my uncles and aunts, what they were doing in the summer camp, their daily life, and so on. 

After an hour, Father asked, "Bkra shis rab rgyas, are the male yaks mating with the female 
yaks?" 

"Yes, Father. The male yaks came down from the mountain this afternoon while I was herding 
the female yaks back home." 

"It's getting late. We need to separate them." 

"OK." 

Father told Grandfather, "Please have some tea and relax. We will separate the yaks and be 
back soon." 

"T'll go with you." 

"No, it's OK. You rest. It's an easy job." 

Father respected Grandfather and often told me, "When you grow up, be like your grandfather. 
He is a good example for you to follow." 

I grabbed my slingshot and followed Father to the yaks. Father watched the yaks carefully to 
see if any were ill. Had wolves, for example, injured any of them? And he counted them. Father often 
told me, "I check the yaks to see if they are ill or are grazing. If they are not grazing, they are ill or have 
been hurt by the wolves." 

It was difficult to separate the male yaks from the female yaks because the males wanted to 
mate. We had two or three uncastrated yaks and seventy castrated yaks. They all wanted to mate with 
the female yaks. We separated the males from the females, but later, they rejoined them. 

Father said, "You stay here and don't let the other male yaks run to the female yaks. I'll 
separate the male yaks about to run to the females." 

Father then ran to where the female yaks were and tried to separate the male yaks before they 
reached the female yaks, but he was unsuccessful. They stayed close to where the uncastrated yaks 
were trying to mate with the females. Father threw stones at them until he finally separated them and 
then herded them to where I was keeping watch over the other male yaks. 

Father said, "Herd them all to the mountaintop. Don't leave them in the middle of the 
mountain. If you do, they will return at night, go to the winter camp, and eat all the grass. Winter 
without grass means they will die." 

"OK, Father." 

I herded the male yaks toward the mountaintop. When our dogs barked at night, Father knew 
the male yaks were coming down the mountain and headed to our winter land. He got up, went to 
herd them to the middle of the mountain, and then returned home. He didn't ask Mother, Brother, or 
me to help. He went alone. I didn't go because I feared the darkness. I worried about Father and 
couldn't sleep until he returned. 

When I herded the male yaks to the middle of the mountain, the sun was setting, and boulder 
shadows resembled animals. I feared them after sunset. The holy mountain looked very high, which 
also frightened me. After sunset, I nervously and quickly herded the female yaks back home. Suddenly, 
a dragon's roar echoed through the mountains, followed by thunder and heavy rain. I left the male 
yaks and raced down the mountain. When I was almost home, Grandfather came out and watched as 
I arrived. My clothes were drenched, but I didn't feel cold. Grandfather asked, "Dear grandson, are 
you cold?" 

"Not much." 

Change your clothes, or you'll catch a cold." 

I changed into dry clothing and sat by the stove to warm up while Father and Grandfather 
chatted. Mother prepared noodle soup with meat for dinner. I had a bowl of noodles, felt sleepy, and 
went to bed with Brother. Meanwhile, Grandfather, Father, and Mother were discussing my education. 
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I had no idea about attending school and paid no attention. 

At 3:30 AM, Mother washed her hands, tied a flashlight to her forehead, picked up two wooden 
buckets, and headed to where the female yaks were tied. She untied a calf and let it nurse briefly before 
tying it back and starting to milk. As she finished milking, the sun rose, illuminating the mountaintops 
and signaling a beautiful, sunny spring day. Smoke curled from our distant winter neighbor's chimney. 
Mother hurried to milk the ten remaining female yaks. While milking, she said, "Last night, your 
grandfather and father decided that you should go to school." 

"When do I start?" 

"One month from now." 

After she finished milking, I helped her tether the calves. We released the female yaks, which 
I herded to the mountaintop while Mother collected yak dung and separated it into pieces on the 
grassland near the female yaks' previous location. I saw around fifty deer grazing near male yaks on 
the mountaintop at mid-mountain. I slowly descended the mountain and returned home. When I 
arrived at around 9:30 AM, Mother, Father, Brother, and Grandfather were having breakfast. Mother 
had prepared a bowl of rtsam pa for me. After breakfast, Mother put cheese in a plastic bag next to 
the house, returned to the storeroom, took a big plastic sheet, laid it flat on the grass, separated the 
cheese for drying, and put it on the plastic sheet. 

At lunchtime, we sat surrounded by flowers on the grassland beside our house and had meat, 
milk, tea, and watermelon. After Grandfather said, "I need to return home," Father suggested he stay 
another day. 

Grandfather explained that he needed to protect his family's winter camp, and if he stayed 
longer, the camp might be attacked or robbed. After a few minutes, Father untied a horse and helped 
Grandfather saddle it. 

When Grandfather prepared to leave, he said, "After you go to school, work hard to learn. 
Study is better than manual labor," kissed my forehead, and rode back home. 

After a month passed, Father said, "I'm going to the Township Town to ask your uncle to take 
you to the County Town for school." 

Father rode his motorcycle for an hour from our summer camp to the Township Town, thirty 
kilometers away. When he returned, he brought me new clothes and said, "Your uncle will come to 
take you the day after tomorrow." 

I felt somewhat sad, thinking, "After I go to school, Father will be very busy herding all our 
yaks." 

When Uncle arrived in the afternoon, Mother poured him milk tea and asked, "How is Mother 
doing these days?" 

"She's well." 

After I herded the female yaks back home, Mother tethered them and cooked meat with rice 
for dinner, which we had together. Father, Mother, and Uncle talked. I was worried and sad about the 
next day because I would leave and attend school. 

The next morning, after Mother milked the female yaks, I herded them to the middle of the 
mountain and returned home. After breakfast, Mother put my clothes in a big plastic bag and said, 
"Change your clothes and get ready to go." 

Uncle tied the plastic bag behind the motorcycle, Mother burned juniper needles in a ladle, 
and blew smoke around me for good luck. Father said, "Obey your grandmother and uncle; study 
well.” 

We said goodbye and started to leave. I rode behind Uncle. After about 100 meters, I looked 
back Father, Mother, and Brother were watching us. Tears filled my eyes. I felt reluctant to leave. I 
would stay in Uncle's home, where Grandmother also lived. At first, Grandmother, my younger uncle, 
and my family lived together in the same home. My parents provided cheese, butter, and meat to 
Grandmother and Uncle. Father didn't move with Grandmother and Uncle because he was strongly 
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attached to our land and its memories. He often described herding yaks as a child with his father, who 
had told him to stay and care for the land as he grew up. While Father never said this was the reason, 
it played a big part in his decision to stay. 

When Uncle and I arrived, we found Grandmother working in the yard. She greeted us and 
invited us into the house, where she served milk tea. Later, Uncle suggested that I come to his home 
the next day so we could register for school. 

Grandmother asked, "How is your family?" 

"They are doing well." 

My two younger uncles returned from work in the evening, and my cousin arrived from junior 
high school. Grandmother prepared noodles with meat for dinner. After dinner, I went to bed with 
my uncles and cousin on a big bed. I lay between my uncles and cousin and watched a TV in front of 
the bed. I missed my parents and Brother and worried about how busy they must be without me. After 
my uncles and cousin fell asleep, I stayed awake until three AM, when I finally drifted off and dreamed 
of my family. 
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SHEEP HORNS 


The head of a khram mgo (khrom mgo) ‘uncastrated sheep’. We had 500 sheep that Father herded 
until I was eight. I then herded them daily, which required climbing the mountains regardless of the 
weather. Father called our relatives and community members in summer to help collect wool. Mother 
prepared yogurt, milk tea, and other food. Afterward, Mother made quilts and tether ropes with the 
wool. Father sold some wool to Chinese men. When I started school, Father sold some sheep and gave 
some to Zil dkar Monastery. In 2022, we had no sheep, but Father had saved some of the sheep wool. 
I miss the lovely lambs. 


FIG 55. Father saved a dried ram's head with two beautifully curved horns (17 August 2022). 
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FIG 56. This auspicious sheep head had g.yang rwa bzhi four horns.’ When I was a child, we had two 
sheep with four horns. Father arranged for another family in our community to care for our sheep. 
They integrated them into their sheep flock. I missed our sheep and the adorable lambs (17 August 
2022). 


FIG 57. We called sheep bones the ge. One the ge represented a sheep, goat, yak, and horse. The left 
part was a sheep, the right a goat, the upper one was a horse, and the lower part was a yak. Hold about 
ten in your hand to play and throw them on a table. If they land so there are two sheep, use your index 
finger or middle finger to flick at other sheep. If that sheep does not touch another ankle bone 
representing a goat, yak, or horse, you may collect another sheep and continue playing. You can't 
continue playing if your sheep ankle bone touches a goat, horse, or yak bone. This game gained 
popularity when I was thirteen, especially during the Tibetan New Year. After I attended school, only 
a few people gathered. Its popularity resurged during the Tibetan New Year with organized 
competitions in the Township Town. Most competition winners were older people (7 October 2023). 
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MY MATERNAL GRANDFATHER'S ARTIFACTS 


My maternal great-grandfather (Ri rdo ~1932-2002) made about 1,000 yak saddles using juniper 
wood. When his daughter (Chos sgrol) married, he gave her200 yak saddles, a black yak hair tent, and 
other articles he had made. When my grandparents died, Uncle gave their yak saddles and yak hair 
tent to Zil dkar Monastery. My family had a tent and other old things. My parents said they wanted to 
give them to Zil dkar Monastery and burn the others. I asked them not to because I liked what my 
grandparents made. They are history. 


FIG 58. Khel ma (khul stan) 'sheep wool felt' made by Bzang skyabs. Sheep wool made quilts, 
mattresses, hats, and shoes. Additionally, during rainy weather, women wore sheep wool while 
milking to avoid getting wet (17 August 2022). 


FIG 59. These sgro ba 'boxes' were made of yak skin to contain rice and barley. Yak hair cloth (tsha 
ra, phyar ba) was on top of the sgro ba. The cloth was made when I was a child by a farmer who was 
a family friend (17 August 2022). 
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FIG 60. This sgye is a yak hair bag used to transport items such as purchases from the Township or 
Suny towns. We had thirty sgye ecg my’ ec sacle mee aus =e 
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FIG 61. Bzang skyans put this ta len 'bag' on the horse he rode to the Township Town to contain 
purchases (28 August 2022). 
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FIG 63. My maternal grandfather used these tent-making tools when I was six (28 August 2022). 


FIG 64. My maternal grandfather used g.yug ka 'snow tool' when | was a child to push snow away 
from the tent door. I thought this was a fun activity and asked Grandfather to give me the tool to play 
with (28 August 2022). 
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FIG 65. G.yug ka 'snow tool' (28 August 2022). 
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FIG 67. G.yug ka 'snow tools’ (28 August 2022). 
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FIG 68. Bzang skyabs made rta sga ‘horse saddles’. When he visited my home, he removed the saddle 
and put it on the ground. I imagined it was a horse and happily rode and played with it (28 August 
2022). 
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FIG 69. Horse saddle (28 August 2022). 
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FIG 70. Ri rdo (~1939-1995) made these khas sga (khal sga, glang sga) 'yak pack frames' using 
juniper wood. He made the frame blankets from yak hair cloth (28 August 2022). 
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FIG 72. Yak pack frame and gu 
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FIG 73. Rgyab dgos ‘back bag' made of yak hair to contain lunch when herding sheep (28 August 
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SUMMER AND AUTUMN WILDFLOWERS 


In the summer and autumn, our land was decorated by beautiful wildflowers that filled the air with 
intoxicating fragrance. Many are used in Tibetan medicine. People came to see and enjoy these 
beautiful flowers. Bla ma came and joined community residents to enjoy the flowers during our 
community celebration. Mother prepared yogurt. Everyone commented on how beautiful this place 
was. Bla ma and monks chanted scriptures. When they finished, a bla ma flung water and grains of 
uncooked rice in the air from a bowl. 


FIG 74. Bye ras 'khor lo (srad dmar) and their fragrance filled our land (7 July 2021). 
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FIG 75. The air is often filled with strong fragrance. Bye ras 'khor lo in the summer (7 July 2021). 


FIG 76. A yag zo yag (lug ru ser po) grow near water (6 August 2022). 
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FIG 77. a ‘Dar (ut+pal dmar po) flowers appear yearly and birds sing (29 July 2024). — 


FIG 78. 'Bri 'o ser po (spen nag). Female yaks have more milk in July (July 2022). 
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FIG 79. 'Bri 'o ser po (spen nag), which grow everywhere except mountaintops (July 2022). 


FIG 80. Rtsi thog (Iga sgang) blossoms in the summer, creating a spectacle that people enjoy sitting 
amid (July 2024). 
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FIG 81. Two bla ma (Lhung rgyam, b. 1986 and Blo gros nyi ma, b. 1960) came from Sga gzhung 
(Gayong) Monastery to our village for a summer celebration and performed rituals for our village and 
each village family's land for about ten minutes to protect against floods and grass-eating insects, and 
for the grass to flourish. My family was the last they visited. Our family's land has many beautiful 
flowers. Mother prepared yogurt for everyone (27 August 2021). 
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FIG 82. Bla ma, monks, and our local community members enjoy the beautiful landscape and eat 
yogurt and fruit (27 August 2021, Bstan rgyam). 
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FIG 83. After eating watermelon and yogurt, bla ma and monks chant scriptures and pray for the land 
(27 August 2021, Bstan rgyam). 


FIG 84. After a ritual on 'Chi med mgon po's family land, Bla ma lhing rgyam gives a teaching while 
locals hold g.yang sgam (30 August 2021, Bstan rgyam). 
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FIG 85. Our community celebration includes pitching a large tent for bla ma and monks (30 August 
2021, Bstan rgyam). 


I was seven and anxiously awaiting our community's summer celebration while herding yaks and 
sheep. Father bought new robes for Brother and me the day before the celebration. Mother helped us 
put them on with sashes in the early morning. Father saddled a horse loaded with butter and dry 
cheese we had prepared for the bla ma. Father also carried our g.yang sgam on his back. When the 
g.yang sgam is taken from a home, it can only be placed in front of a bla ma. The g.yang sgam contains 
auspicious articles - a conch shell, unmarried seven sisters’ turquoise gnyen sgrig med pa'i bu mo spun 
bdun gyi g.yu. unmarried seven brothers’, one arrow gnyen sgrig med pa'i bu spun bdun gyi gzhu'i 
mda’ gcig, a fingernail-sized piece of gold, soot from a large monastery assembly hall cooking pot, a 
bowl with the Eight Auspicious Symbols, a bowI full of solidified ghee, yak hair from a wealthy family, 
and the five grains (beans, sesame, barley, wheat, and barley). In our community, a newly married 
couple must make a g.yang sgam for an auspicious future. It takes three hours on horseback over a 
high mountain from our summer pasture to reach the celebration location. Mother and I rode the 
same horse. I rarely wore a Tibetan robe, so my waist was uncomfortable when we ascended the 
mountain. I told Mother, "I want to take off my robe." 

"Don't. Everyone wears Tibetan clothes during the celebration. People will laugh at you if you 
take it off." 

I was afraid to talk too much for fear the horse would be afraid and run down the mountain. 

Father said, "The g.yang sgam is heavy and hurts my back. Next year, I'll use a bag." 

We circumambulated the la brtse several times when we reached the mountaintop and started 
to the gathering place, which we reached an hour later. White tents decorated with the Eight 
Auspicious Symbols had been pitched, and horses were tied near the tents. Clean air, colorful lush 
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grass, and flowers in full bloom made the scene very attractive. Our community members and relatives 
came to greet us. Elders with kind smiles were especially happy to see us. Father dismounted and went 
to the bla ma's tent to put our g.yang sgam inside. All our community members' g.yang sgam were 
inside. The bla ma opened our g.yang sgam, chanted scripture, added some grain, and prayed that our 
family would have good fortune. He also chanted scriptures for our community's safety and good 
health. 

Locals also asked the bla ma to divine, for example, if a daughter's or son's planned marriage 
partner was appropriate. Parents arranged most marriages. Fathers first met, discussed, and then 
asked the bla ma to divine. The parents arranged the marriage if their children agreed, 

Our bla ma was born in our community. My maternal grandfather's summer camp was near 
our bla ma's family when my mother was a child. The bla ma herded for his family. Mother knew some 
things about our bla ma's which she told me. A rainbow surrounded him one day when he was herding 
yaks atop a mountain when he was a child. Thinking this was auspicious, he prostrated three times, 
and the rainbow disappeared. He was recognized as a bla ma when he was eighteen, left our 
community, and lived in distant Sga gzhung Monastery. Locals then had few opportunities to visit 
him. 

Ten years after the bla ma was recognized, his parents fell ill and passed away. The bla ma's 
siblings later became seriously ill and moved to Yul shul Prefecture Town. 

I was reminded of Mother's stories about him every year when I visited the bla ma. 

Mother and Brother visited my maternal uncle's daughter's adobe house to have tea after 
visiting the bla ma's tent. Bkra stobs, my cousin's husband, was teaching his son and his brother's son 
to sing with a guitar, which I enjoyed. After tea, I went into the crowd to play with some children and 
buy snacks at a white tent shop. I felt I was in paradise. 

Horse races began in the afternoon. Horse halter decorations were of various colors. Bsam 
gtan's horse had so much printed cloth on its halter that it couldn't see well. When Bsam gtan rode 
the horse through a tent, it jumped on the tent, almost striking an elder. I thought it was a crazy horse. 
When the race began, Bsam gtan's horse ran everywhere, and Bsam gtan fell off. The elders said, 
"Bsam gtan is a crazy young man." 

] realized the horse was not crazy. Instead, Bsam gtan had made the horse crazy by putting too 
much decoration on his forehead. I pitied the horse and was very unhappy with Bsam gtan. 

The next contest was a foot race. Bkra shis dar rgyugs 'a relay race’ had three groups. Each 
group had four contestants. Two people in the group stood one hundred meters apart. A runner with 
a kha btags started running. I carefully watched Father's group. The fastest runner was first. Father 
was the first runner. | didn't look anywhere else. No one could catch up with him. His group was the 
champion. Our community members praised, "Chos skyabs' siblings are runners. Last year, his 
brother was the county race champion." 

I was proud of Uncle and Father. 

Strength contests lifting bags of soil followed. Next came tug-of-war contests. People were 
divided into a male-versus-male group and a female-versus-female group. Youths played in front of 
elders, and elders watched the playground and talked about the past. 

Afterward, we returned home. A nun relative came with us. While climbing the mountain on 
the way home, my parents and the nun chatted. I told Mother I wanted to stay some days at 
Grandfather's home. She said, "If you stay at Grandfather's home, who will herd our sheep and yaks? 
In winter, you can visit Grandfather." 

I silently accepted this. 

Our sheep and yaks had no herder on the celebration day. When we reached the foot of the 
mountain, Father saw a wolf and said, "I'm sure that wolf killed some sheep." 

Mother, Brother, and the nun herded the yaks home. When Father herded the sheep home, he 
said, "That wolf killed four sheep. | said we should not all go to the celebration.” 
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Mother replied, "It's done," and we ate dinner. 
1 said nothing because my heart and soul were still at the celebration. 


FIG 86. This place had many large caterpillar fungi before a road was built. Later, there were few 
caterpillar fungi. It was full of flowers in summer, and our community members liked coming here to 
enjoy the flowers (2020). 


008e 


FIG 87. The ga bu lcang gshon. 'ut+pal ser po' flowers (22 June 2021). 


bvor 


eQQe 


FIG 89. Mi nag spang rgyan 'spang rgyan sngon po' flowers (5 September 2022). 
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FIG 91. Skag rgan khra phag 'spang rgyan dkar po' flowers. As a child, I felt happy because 
these flowers symbolized autumn's arrival and our move from summer to winter camp. 
Mother didn't milk in the winter camp at noon, so I didn't need to herd the calves. (6 


September 2022). 
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FIG 93. Gangs lha me tog grow among rocks on mountaintops (July 2022). 


ee 


FIG 94. Dandelions (10 August 2022). 
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YAKS AND CALVES 


FIG 95. Our female yaks were herded back to our home in the afternoon. Seven female yaks were 
herded directly to our home while the remaining ones were led to a nearby enclosure. After a few days, 
my parents, Brother, and I went to the enclosure and collected dung. The next morning, Mother 
milked selected female yaks. Afterward, they were herded to the other female yaks and then to a 
grassland where they could freely graze (13 August 2022). 


FIG 96. Yaks in their enclosure in the afternoon (23 August 2022). 


FIG 97. When I started attending school, my family began paying herders to help manage our yaks. 
We have had approximately fifty herders since then. Father gave them daily instructions on how to 
herd properly, ensuring they grazed the yaks in areas with more grass (6 July 2023). 


FIG 98. Domestic and wild yaks ornament the high-altitude Plateau (6 July 2023). 
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FIG 99. After we moved from the summer camp to the winter camp, we let our female yaks graze 
mountaintops or hill grass. Father told our herders to take the female yaks to the mountaintop. When 
spring arrived, the female yaks grazed on the sides of hills and enclosures. When I was a child, Father 
said, "Let the yaks graze the mountainsides in winter. The yaks are thin and have little energy in spring, 
so they can't go far away where there is more grass. They may die." As a child, I was tired of herding 
yaks to the mountaintop in the morning, but now I don't feel that way. In the winter, I returned to 
home from school. When we had no herder, I was responsible for herding female yaks in the morning 
and afternoon. In the morning, I asked Father where I should herd the female yaks and slowly herded 
them to where he told me. In the afternoon, I took my camera and phone and climbed to the 
mountaintop where the yaks were grazing. I would be happy if they were where there was more grass. 
I then herded them down near a river while taking photos or making videos. I enjoy taking pictures 
and making videos of yaks. After they drank water, I herded them to the enclosure (18 February 2024). 


FIG 100. Herding female yaks back home in the summer camp (24 August 2022). 


FIG 101. This female yak has a heart spot on her forehead. I took some pictures of female yaks and 
later noticed the heart spot when I checked the pictures at night. I told Father, "One of our female 
yaks has a heart spot on her forehead." 

Father said, "Her mother is a twin. The twins both have heart spots on their foreheads." 


I realized I hadn't paid much attention to our yaks (16 February 2024). 


FIG 102. Calves with yellow kha btags around their neck are offspring of our wild yak. This 
seven-month-old yak's sire is a wild yak. His horns are like his father's, and his color is like 
his mother's. Some of our community members were interested and came to see him. They 
said they had never seen a blue wild yak and commented he was as big as their two-year-old 
yaks and that when he matured, he would be an interesting wild yak (25 September 2022). 


ioe = 


= == 


FIG 103. Gre mo and her calf. Gre mo was one of my favorite female yaks. I liked her color 
and horn size. All our yaks were my family's favorites, but some were a bit different. I don't 
dislike other yaks and never say they were not good-looking or bad. If I say that, I will be 
punished when I die. All our family yaks were good-looking and obedient. My family was 


FIG 104. The three light-colored calves are the offspring of wild yaks. They have longer legs, shorter 
tails, and less hair than other calves (23 August 2022). 
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FIG 106. Our herder put the yaks inside the fenced enclosure in the morning. At noon, the yaks came 
out to drink from a nearby stream, and then I herded them back to the enclosure (9 October 2022). 
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FIG 107. Calves are allowed to roam freely after their mothers are milked. I was captivated by their 
cuteness and spent time observing and interacting with them (24 August 2022). 


FIG 108. A lovely calf and me (29 Tuesday 2022). 


FIG 111. Autumn arrived, and snow covered the grass. Our female yaks grazed peacefully but began 
showing signs that they were ready to move to the winter camp (13 October 2023). 


FIG 112. A snowy day is a beautiful day (13 October 2023). 
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FIG 113. When a female yak jumped from outside to inside the fenced enclosure, Father told me to 
force her outside through the gate. I angrily hit her with a stone when she exited the enclosure. She 
then couldn't walk well and died a day later. Her calf was orphaned. I was sad about this. We gave the 
calf yak milk in a bottle. A few days later, a calf was killed by a male yak. We skinned the calf and put 
the skin on the orphan calf. When the dead yak's mother returned and looked for her calf, we took the 
orphan calf to the mother, and he vigorously nursed her. The dead yak's mother turned, looked at the 
orphan calf, and licked him. Mother had put salt on the dead calf's skin so the mother would lick him 
and let him nurse. After a week, we removed the dead calf's skin. The mother had accepted the orphan 
calf (29 November 2022). 
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FIG 114. Each year, a female yak has twin calves. In 2007, one of our female yaks gave birth to a two- 
headed conjoined calf that soon died. Father immediately went to our township and phoned our bla 
ma, who said it was auspicious. We skinned it, put dry grass inside, and put it in our shrine (20 August 
2022). 
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CATERPILLAR FUNGI 


FIG 115. Each year, we began collecting 'bu (dbyar rtsa dgun 'bu) 'summer grass winter worm’ or 
caterpillar fungi on May fifteenth. No one was allowed to collect caterpillar fungi earlier. We walked 
two kilometers to where we collected caterpillar fungi and climbed to mountaintops for the best 
caterpillar fungi. As a child, I collected thirty to 80 daily. At that time, each caterpillar fungi brought 
five RMB. In 2022, the best caterpillar fungi sold for one hundred RMB; smaller ones brought twenty- 
five RMB each. Outsiders paid 10,000 RMB to collect caterpillar fungi. About 3,000 Chinese and A 
mdo people come to our land yearly to collect caterpillar fungi. People from the same county but 
different townships came to our village to collect caterpillar fungi and paid 1,500 RMB each. When 
caterpillar fungi sold at very high prices, many villagers sold their livestock and moved to the County 
or Township towns. Most of their income depended on caterpillar fungi. 

Caterpillar fungi collecting season was my favorite. I liked to climb mountains because there 
was fresh grass where flowers bloomed, the sound of melting snow trickling down the mountains was 
clear, and flower — was iat aia an June 2022). 
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11 Locally collected caterpillar fungus scenery https://archive.org/details/yul-shul-film-2022 accessed 14 April 
2023. 
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FIG 116. Collecting caterpillar fungi from a mountaintop (7 June 2022). 


FIG 117. Collecting the best caterpillar fungi is challenging and rewarding. I climbed to the mountain 
peak starting from my family's home at 8:00 AM and reached the top around 1:00 PM (7 June 2022). 


FIG 118. Fresh caterpillar fungi Fresh caterpillar fungi was good quality and sold for a high 
price. People who found caterpillar fungi with short heads, as shown in the photo, were 
considered to have the best eyesight (May 2022). 
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FIG 119. Fresh caterpillar fungua (16 May 2024). 


FIG 120. Just dug and cleaned caterpillar fungus (May 2024). Here is a story of our Chinese herder 
stealing my family's caterpillar fungi: 


After we moved to our summer camp. Father's sister's husband recommended twenty-three-year-old 
Ye ma mtsho, a Chinese man, to herd our livestock. Father allowed him to continue, although he knew 
little about herding. 

Ye ma mtsho had a strange personality. Sometimes, when he returned from herding, he angrily 
refused to have dinner and would not sleep in his small white tent. Instead, he would go about 500 
meters from our black yak hair tent, where there was a cave with his bedding, and sleep there, where 
locals said there was a ghost. 

Brother and I believed everything we had heard about the cave. During the day, when we were 
herding yak calves, we were so afraid of the cave that we never went near it. When Mother first told 
us Ye ma mtsho had gone to sleep there, I assumed the ghost would devour him, but he was alive the 
next morning, and Mother prepared lunch as usual for him to take to the mountain and herd our 
livestock. 

Surprised, I wondered, "Why didn't the ghost eat him?" 

A few days later, a bla ma brought some followers to circumambulate Sga stod jo bo. When 
they neared our tent, the grasslands were covered with various blossoming flowers. Attracted by such 
beauty, they rested there. Some distance away, Brother and | held beverage bottles, which we bent 
back and forth, pretending the sounds were those of a motorcycle. When we saw the visitors, we went 
near, and the bla ma said, "You two go call your parents," which is exactly what we did. 

Our parents knew the bla ma and hospitably brought tea and food and chatted with the bla ma 
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and his followers. During their conversation, the bla ma asked, "How is your Chinese herder?" 

Father answered, "Not bad, but he has an odd personality." 

The bla ma replied, "Take good care of the valuable things in your home." 

As they prepared to leave, we prostrated to the bla ma. 

We had 300 RMB in cash and three kilograms of caterpillar fungi. After we returned to our 
tent, my parents locked the caterpillar fungi in a wooden box. Mother put the 300 RMB in her pocket. 

Father went to the township to buy a motorcycle a few days later. Ye ma mtsho herded livestock 
back to our home and entered our tent that afternoon. Mother gave him lunch and told Brother and 
me to sit with Ye ma mtsho, and then she went outside to tether and milk the yaks. 

Ye ma mtsho talked to Brother and me, but we knew no Chinese, so we could only look at each 
other. Finally, he gave us some batteries, which we considered wonderful toys, and then he used his 
fingers to signal that we should join Mother. 

When Mother finished milking and returned home, Ye ma mtsho was absent. We assumed he 
had gone to his small white tent. 

Father returned two hours later with a new motorcycle and a new cassette tape of King Ge sar 
stories. 

Father yelled to Dpal chos to come and listen to King Ge sar stories. He lived in his own tent 
one hundred meters from our yak hair tent. Dpal chos was a kind elder in our community who helped 
us when we asked. His pasture did not have enough grass for his livestock, so Father let him herd his 
livestock on our land for three months. 

As Mother prepared supper, Father shouted to Ye ma mtsho, but he didn't answer, so we ate 
while listening to King Ge sar stories. 

Afterward, Mother fetched water and checked Ye ma mtsho's tent. She noticed his belongings 
were scattered everywhere, suggesting he had fled. 

Ye ma mtsho had gone to the Township Town the day before and bought some clothes. After 
Mother understood that he had run away, she hurried back to our yak hair tent and informed Father. 
They immediately checked the caterpillar fungi box. The box lock had been broken. The box was empty. 
Father, Mother, and Dpal chos discussed what to do. Father then went to consult the bla ma and Dpal 
chos went to tell Grandfather, who was at his home alone because the rest of the family had gone to 
the summer camp. 

Meanwhile, Mother herded the livestock back home, tethered the yaks, and slept. 

The bla ma divined and told Father that Ye ma mtsho was headed east from our home, 
convincing Father he was headed to Rdza stod Township. 

Father stayed in our Township Town that night and, early the next morning, went by 
motorcycle to Rdza stod Township Town and informed the police. 

Meanwhile, Grandfather went to his family's summer camp, informed his family about the 
situation, and told his two sons to pursue Ye ma mtsho. My uncles then mounted horses and rode 
after Ye ma mtsho. 

After some time, they encountered a family, who told my uncles, "Yesterday, a Chinese man 
came here and we gave him tea and food. He was carrying a bag. When we wanted to touch it, he 
refused. When we asked what was in that bag, he didn't answer. After having tea and food, he started 
climbing a mountain in the direction of Rdza stod Township Town." 

After tea, my uncles continued pursuing Ye ma mtsho. 

Ye ma mtsho had reached the top of the mountain the night before. Lightning, thunder, and 
rain followed. Darkness prevented him from seeing the road, so he had slept there. 

Early the next morning, he climbed down the mountain. In the township town, he went to a 
shop and exchanged the seven best caterpillar fungi for snacks and liquor, went near a river, ate some 
of the snacks, drank until he was drunk, and slept. 

When my uncles reached the river, Ye ma mtsho woke up, saw my uncles, and ran into the 
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nearby forest. My uncles soon caught him and checked the caterpillar fungi in his bag. 

After Ye ma mtsho confessed he had sold the seven best ones, they went to the town shop and 
explained everything to the boss, who returned the caterpillar fungi and said, "You don't need to pay 
for the snacks and liquor." 

My uncles advised, "Ye ma mtsho, you should return to Chos skyabs' home. He will pay you 
for herding, and then you can go to your own home." 

He refused. He had taken notes about Father's daily activities when he was not at home and 
had gone to town. He said he would show the township police what he had written. When they arrived, 
the police ignored his notes and sentenced him to two years in jail. 

About two years later, Father encountered Ye ma mtsho in the Township Town, who yelled 
Father's name and approached him. Father said, "How are you doing?" 

He replied he was well, and then they made small talk. When Father was about to leave, Ye ma 
mtsho asked, "May I herd your livestock again?" 

Father smiled and said, "No." 


FIG 121. Caterpillar fungi with two stalks were locally known as brgya ‘bu rwa gnyis and, when found, 
indicated the likelihood of finding more caterpillar fungi that day (8 June 2022) 
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An old caterpillar fungus (7 June 2022). 
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FIG 124. Caterpillar fungi landscape called Srib lung. After raining, the fog ascended to the 
mountaintop, and the sun appeared. Neither cold nor hot, I enjoyed the quiet natural environment 
while searching for caterpillar fungi. The caterpillar fungi heads were short and fresh. When I found 
various types of caterpillar fungi, I felt great. I enjoyed the gorgeous shwa bo (rgya spos dkar po) 
flower fragrance and the beautiful natural environment while collecting caterpillar fungi (16 May 
2024). 


FIG 125. Caterpillar fungi landscape (4 June 2022). 


The Vernal Equinox was a very busy time in 2005. We collected caterpillar fungi and also collected 
yak hair. Community members who lived in the township and county towns returned home to collect 
caterpillar fungi. Many Chinese came to collect caterpillar fungi and pitched plastic tents. Each 
Chinese caterpillar fungi collector paid 10,000 RMB. Chinese pitched many plastic tents near my 
home and our community members' canvas tents. 

When caterpillar fungi collection season ended, our community leader gave 50,000 RMB to 
each family with grassland in our community. 

In 2002, my parents could each collect 300-500 caterpillar fungi daily, while I found ninety 
at most. Mountaintop grassy plains had the biggest and the most caterpillar fungi. Chinese collectors 
didn't know where to look, so they didn't get many. When it was time to herd the yaks back home in 
the afternoon, I was so bored that I approached some Chinese men and said, "I know where there are 
many caterpillar fungi." 

I didn't know much Chinese, but I learned a little when Chinese came to my home. I gestured 
or showed them what I meant when I couldn't explain. I communicated, "Follow me, and I'll take you 
to caterpillar fungi.". When they asked, "Where is that place?” I pointed to where my yaks were 
grazing. 

They thought I was joking, smiled, and shook their heads. 

They gave me some when I asked for cigarettes, and I returned to herd. 

I loved smoking. My parents told me not to smoke, but they didn't see what I was doing while 
I was herding. Sometimes, when it rained, the Chinese sheltered in a depression or under plastic. I 
would ask them for cigarettes, and they would give me some. We got to know each other this way. My 
parents gave them meat when they came to my home. These men gave me bread and raw chili peppers. 
I didn't like their food. I only liked their cigarettes. I told them, "Don't tell my parents I'm smoking," 
and they never did. 

One day, a Chinese man gave me some loose tobacco that I secretly took to our storeroom, 
rolled some cigarettes, and smoked. I was soon dizzy and vomited. Thinking it would be better to eat 
something, I rushed inside our home, ate some warm noodles, and drank several cups of hot water. 
Still uncomfortable, I slept for about an hour. I then felt better and never again wanted to smoke such 
cigarettes. 

Our family lived in an adobe house at that time. I liked to sleep in our shop tent, where we sold 
snacks, drinks, and chicken legs. Father bought cooked chicken legs from the Township Town for four 
RMB each, and we sold them for five RMB. Every night before bed, I took a big bottle of Jianlibao and 
Pepsi and ate some delicious chicken legs. 

Sometimes, it rained at night. The pitter-patter on the tent was like music. When I was thirsty 
at midnight, I drank some soda and felt comfortable. Sleeping in the shop tent, I was in paradise. 

We cut yak hair for nearly the entire day in the fifth lunar month. I got up, climbed the 
mountain in the early morning, and herded the yaks home. Father told Brother to inform our relatives 
and people we knew to come help us cut yak hair. Our yaks were the biggest in our community. Those 
who had never been near yaks before were afraid and wary of getting near our yaks. 

When I herded the yaks home, about twenty people had gathered. Some young people were 
excited when they heard about this day and asked Father to be sure and tell them when we would 
collect yak hair. 

When I herded the yaks into our stone enclosure, each man took a yak hair rope to tie the yaks, 
and each woman held a plastic bag to contain the yak hair. 

Father and Uncle used ropes to get a yak on the ground, tied its feet together, and cut its hair 
with rtsid pa 'brg 'shears'. Women used their hands to pull yak wool from the yak's belly and put it in 
plastic bags. 
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Some older, very large male yaks were wild. Two or three men couldn't hold them down. These 
yaks were uncontrollable and would jump here and there, but kindly never kicked people. 

We herded the female yaks home every day. The only time we herded the male yaks home was 
the day we collected yak hair. The male yaks grazed freely on the mountains the rest of the time. Father 
climbed the mountains to check on them about three times a week and was very familiar with all our 
yaks. 

Sometimes he told Brother and me to go to the mountains and check on the yaks before he 
went to the Township Town. We couldn't recognize all the male yaks, so we counted them and told 
Father the number. 

Uncle was familiar with the yaks. Sometimes, he didn't need ropes to get a yak on the ground. 
Instead, he used his right hand to hold a yak horn and his left hand to pull the yak's neck and get it 
down. 

We collected yak hair from about eight AM to four PM. When we finished, my parents invited 
all the helpers to our home for yogurt, meat, and snacks. A lot of laughing and joking followed. Some 
said the afternoon had arrived, so it was too late to climb the mountain to collect caterpillar fungi, but 
it was a good time to go to the Township Town. Others said they would climb the mountain and search 
for caterpillar fungi. 

Mother put the plastic bags with yak hair in a room when our helpers left. When spring came, 
she brought out all the plastic bags and separated the yak wool from the yak hair. She made ropes 
from the yak wool to tie female adult yaks and also used the yak hair to make black yak-tent fabric 
and ropes. After housework in summer, Mother spread cotton cloth on the grass, covered it with yak 
hair, put another cloth on top, told Brother and me to hold the top, and sewed the edges together to 
make mats and quilts. 

One year after collecting yak hair, a yak gave birth to twins, delighting us. Every year, the same 
mother yak gave birth to twins. After collecting caterpillar fungi, collectors would walk on a quiet road 
near our home to see the calf twins and comment on how lovely they were, kissing and hugging them. 
When the caterpillar fungi collectors had not awakened, I only heard birds tweeting and the yaks 
mooing. The mountaintop was covered in fog. The mornings were very beautiful. As I considered in 
which valley to collect caterpillar fungi, I herded yaks to graze, returned home, had breakfast, and 
went to collect caterpillar fungi. 

I herded the female yaks back home one afternoon at around four PM. Mother came to tether 
the yaks. Father also came and said one female adult yak looked ill. Later, when we had dinner, Father 
told me, "Tomorrow, check that yak and see if she's grazing." 

The next morning, that yak did not graze. | didn't know what to do, so I returned home. Later, 
when Father and I checked, it was sleeping. 

About a week later, Father noticed the yak was giving birth. The next morning, Father, Mother, 
and I went to check. The yak was lying on the ground and a calf's leg was sticking out of its birth canal. 
Father said, "The calf is dead. The female will die if we don't fix this problem." 

Father told Uncle and me to bring a rope. Father told Uncle to hold the yak's horns while he 
pulled the rope around the calf's foot, but the calf did not come out. The adult yak was in great pain. I 
thought, "Becoming a mother isn't easy." 

Father continued pulling, and the calf finally came out. We were amazed. It had two heads. It 
was lovely, but sadly it was dead. 

The mother lay as though she was dead. Only her eyes moved. 

We took the dead calf back home. Father said, "I've never seen a yak with two heads, and 
nobody in our community has seen anything like this." 

Father went to the township town to phone the bla ma and ask if this was auspicious. 
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Meanwhile, I climbed the mountain to collect caterpillar fungi. All that day, I thought about the special 
calf. Was it auspicious or ominous? 

Later, when I herded the yaks back home, I saw Father's motorcycle parked in front of our 
house. I hoped Father had received good news from the bla ma. 

I put the yaks in the yard, and Mother came to tether them. She milked only in the morning. 
As I helped Mother, I asked, "What did Father say about the calf?" 

Mother replied, "The bla ma said a two-headed calf is very auspicious," so I calmed down. 

The next day, Father asked a relative to skin it, put dry grass inside the skin, sew the skin 
with a needle, and add two glass eyes. It looked real! By this time, all our community members knew 
about this calf. It was big news. One day during this time, I met a man on the mountain who asked, 
"How many caterpillar fungi did you collect today?" 

"T got twenty.” 

"| heard one of your yaks gave birth to a two-headed calf. Is it true?" 

"Yes. 

"That is special and very auspicious." 

"Yes, but sadly, it was born dead." 

"My grandmother told me that a community member's yak gave birth to a two-headed calf 
when she was a child. It was lovely; drank water with both heads and grazed with both heads.” 

"It's time for me to herd our yaks back home. I appreciated your story. Goodbye." 

When I arrived home, I repeated this story to Father, who then told me a story: 


Years ago, one of our community families lived near the Yangtse River in the summer. One night, 
a mtsho glang 'sea cow' came out of the Yangtse River and mated with the female yaks. The next morning, 
all the ropes tethering the female yaks were gone, as were all the female yaks. 

One night a few days later, that sea cow came again to the place where the yaks were usually 
tethered and began making noises. The woman of the family was angry, got up, and angrily beat the sea 
cow's head with her shoe. The sea cow returned to the Yangtse River, and the woman returned to bed. 

A few minutes later, lightning flashed, thunder roared, it began raining heavily, and the family and 
their black yak hair tent slid into the Yangtse River. 


"Father, what did the sea cow's calf look like?" 

"It had no hair." 

"How do you know?" 

"One of our female yaks gave birth to a dead sea cow calf before your birth." 

"Did you discard the body?" 

"No. I consulted our bla ma. He said it was propitious, so we saved it until we had a celebration, 
and then he put it in our g.yang sgam." 

"Can I open the g. yang sgom and see it?" 

"No. Only our bla ma can open our g.yang sgam." 

After collecting caterpillar fungi, we moved from the winter camp to our summer camp. After 
a few days, we began our community's celebration. Father took our g.yang sgam and the calf with 
two heads. The bla ma briefly looked at it before putting it in the g.yang sgam. 
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PLANTS 


FIG 126. Skyur la skyur (chu rtsa) were my favorite plants. As a child herding sheep, I climbed high 
mountains to eat this plant (21 August 2022). 
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FIG 127. A skyur la skyur (chu rtsa) (21 August 2022). 
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FIG 128. A skyur la skyur (chu rtsa) (21 August 2022). 
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FIG 129. Skyur thog (tshar 'brum dkar po) grew near the Yangtse River. Our relatives gave us these 
plants when I was a child living near the Yangtse River (22 August 2022). 


FIG 130. Skyur thog (tshar 'brum dkar po) (22 August 2022). 
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FIG 131. Skyur thog (22 August 2022). 
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FIG 133. Tsher thog in August. Elders were fond of them. I picked these and Mother boiled them. The 
liquid was strained after boiling. Sugar and butter were added and boiled for a long time. It was now 
sweet and delicious phyu ku (22 August 2022). 


FIG 134. Tsher thog. Before we decided on a day to pick tsher thog, Father went to the 
Township Town to buy watermelons, oranges, mutton, drinks, and snacks. Tsher thog grows 
along the Yangtse River and tributary streams amid grassland with many trees. This place is 
called Chu rag 'phrang. We went there to have lunch. Different birds were in the trees and 
around the streams. Birdsong was a lovely melody. After lunch, Mother and I picked tsher 
thog. All our community members liked to come here and do the same (22 August 2022). 
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FIG 135. Tsher thog (22 August 2022). 
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FIG 136. Collecting sher thog (22 August 2022). 


FIG 137. Mother washed and boiled tsher thog (23 August 2022). 
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FIG 138. Mother strains tsher thog after cooking (23 August 2022). 
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FIG 139. Tsher thog liquid is cooked with brown sugar and butter (23 August 2022). 


ao ‘ 
— 
gz: ~ 
al 


FIG 140. Phyu ku. Mother gave phyu ku to most of our guests when they visited and to our 
relatives living in the Township and County towns (22 August 2022). 
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FIG 141. Mda' sil (tshar nag) grows near the 'Bru chu (4 September 2022). 
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FIG 142. A few mda' sil bushes near the 'Bri chu. Our community members collect them (4 September 
2022). 


=, 


Fe 


—o 


FIG 143. I like to eat cooked ls sil (7 Sipe 2022). 


FIG 144. Mother cooked mda’ sil with sugar and butter. mother gave phyu ku to most of our guests 
when they visited and to our relatives living in the Township and County towns (12 September 
2022). 


FIG 145. Mother cooked mda’ sil phyu ku and told me to cut it into pieces when it froze. It was soft 
and tasty (12 September 2022). 
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FIG 146. In October and Spring, we collected gro ma, a common ingredient in our meals. This was 
considered a female task, but I ignored such gender norms and collected gro ma. We dry and save it 
for Lo sar and prepare it by cooking, pouring it into a bowl, and adding a little oil. We also mix it with 
rtsam pa and add it to yogurt (19 October ee 
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WILD YAKS, AUSPICIOUS YAKS, AND MALE YAKS 
FREE ON THE MOUNTAIN 


My parents had thirty yaks and little cash when they married. Father used their caterpillar fungi 
money to buy male yaks that year. They had little money to buy food. Over time, the yak number 
increased, so Father hired a herder and paid him five RMB a day. Father said he wanted to buy a wild 
yak bull and bought one for 25,000 RMB in 2020 from Mdo phyug (Duoxiu) Village, Chu dmar (Quma) 
Township, Chu dmar leb County, 600 kilometers from our village. The bull was six years old, and his 
horns were bigger than other yaks. Father bought an auspicious yak with a lot of hair the following 
summer for 10,000 RMB. In 2014, my family had the most yaks (300) in our community, and the Yul 
shul Agriculture and Animal Husbandry Bureau rewarded Father 5,000 RMB. Father was familiar 
with each of our yaks and did not allow Brother or me to throw rocks at them. Father said he liked 
yaks to live on the grassland, which he felt was natural. In 2017, after my maternal grandmother 
passed away, my family gave twenty-five yaks to Zil dkar Monastery. In 2022, we gave fifty yaks to Zil 
dkar Monastery, and I herded them to the monastery. Surprised, the monks said, "Your family's yaks 
are very good quality. Your two-year-old yaks look like they are three years old." 


FIG 149. Our wild yak recognized my family members but thrust his tail in the air, shook his horns, 
and prepared to attack when he saw outsiders (13 August 2022). 


FIG 150. This female yak is one of the most beautiful of my family's female yaks (8 October 2023). 
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FIG 151. This is our second wild yak. When he was two, Father traded a female yak with her calf to a 


relative for him. He is uncastrated so we call him nor ma (15 October 2022). 
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FIG 152. This ‘bo re male yak has more hair than other yaks. When he was three, Father bought him 


in Khri ‘du County for 10,000ORMB (7 October 2023). 
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FIG 153. Every time I see this her yu, I have memories of his father, known as No ma hre yu. In the 
summer, No ma hre yu fiercely battled other yaks on the grassy plains. Hornless, he fearlessly 
confronted his opponents while Brother and I threw rocks at his opponent. Sometimes, he won, and 
at other times, he fell defeated, his body covered with wounds and blood. This her yu is the same size 
and color as his father (26 August 2022). 
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FIG 155. He had long hair and was one of the best-looking of our yaks (13 October 2023). 


« . x 


eA SoS 


FIG 156. Father saw a good female yak when he visited his friend's (Thub rdo) home. When Thub rdo 
moved to the Township Town, Father asked him to trade that female yak for one of our female yaks. 
Thub rdo never said no when Father asked him for something. They had been good friends since 
childhood. From my home to Thub rdo's family area was about ten kilometers. One day, Thub rdo 
herded that female yak with some of his other yaks to my home. My parents tied the special female 
yak. Father told Thub rdo to choose from our female yaks, but he said, "It's OK. Give me any of your 
female yaks." 

Father gave him a black female yak. We put Thub rdo's special female yak with our yaks. Then 
Father told me to help him herd Thub rdo's yaks to his home. Thub rdo's female was big, her tail was 
very long, and she was blue. Father said, "We need to give her a good name," so Mother named her 
Khu byug sngo mo. 

Khu byug sngo mo later gave birth to a female calf of her color. Mother milked her and often 
praised Khu byug sngo mo for giving a lot of milk. My parents later put some kha btags around her 
neck and gave her a free life. Some free yaks became disobedient, but Khu byug sngo was not. 

My family freed old female yaks. My parents thought they had offered my family milk, butter, 
cheese, and many calves. We called Khu byug sngo's female calf Sngo mo. 

Three yaks later, Sngo mo was disobedient. We only let yaks enter the enclosure in the winter 
in spring, but Sngo mo often jumped into the enclosure, damaging it. In summer, she led the female 
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yaks to wander. Sometimes I was angry with her. Later, Sngo mo gave birth to a male yak. We worried 
he would be disobedient, but he was obedient. When he was three years old, Father separated females 


FIG 158. Thios ser bo ‘black and yellow' yak had a magnificent body (18 September 2022). 


FIG 159. The area seemed empty without yaks (18 September 2022). 


FIG 160. One of my favorite yaks (10 October 2023). 


FIG 161. A hre bo ‘white and black’ yak with magnificent horns and body (18 September 2022). 
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FIG 163. A ser yu ‘yellow and black polled' yak (18 September 2022). 
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FIG 164. Father purchased four male yaks from a family in our community in 2019 for 3,000 RMB 
each. This ser yu was one of them. It was seven in this photo and a treasured member of our family's 
yaks (18 September 2022). 


FIG 165.2 Rog po 'black' yaks. We cut the hair of all the male yaks when I was a child. Female 
yaks' hair was cut when they were two and again when they were three. Their hair was not cut 
afterward. We made yak hair tent cloth, ties for the yaks, strings, slingshots, and hair bags to 
pack things on yak back. Yak hair bags were also used to transport things on horses. I often 
went to my grandparents’ home when I was a child. Most of the time, their youngest daughter, 
Sgrol mtsho, and my youngest aunt herded their yaks. Sometimes, Grandfather helped Aunt 
herd. Grandmother prepared lunch and put it in a yak hair bag that Grandfather put on his 
back. They herded yaks as they climbed up a mountain. 

When I was with them, we sat atop the mountain. Grandfather chanted scriptures 
while Aunt and I chatted and watched the yaks. Around one PM, Grandfather said we should 
have lunch. They chose the best meat and bread for me. 

We herded the yaks back home along a rough track. When we went through steep areas, 
Grandfather tied a rope around my waist and tied one end to his waist. He often did not let 
me herd, explaining, "Stay at home and review what I taught you." 

When I saw yak hair bags, I immediately recalled herding with Grandfather and 
missed his loving face and gentle words. My grandparents were the kindest people, and I can 
never repay them. I cry in my heart whenever I remember their kindness. 

I also had a yak hair bag in which Mother put fried bread, yogurt, and rtsam pa before 


12 Shearing yak hair video https://archive.org/details/shearing-yaks-collecting-yak-hair 
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I left home to herd. She put the fried bread in a plastic bag that often broke, so the bag was 
oily. 

I herded our sheep in the summer when I was a child. One snowy day, Mother gave me 
some rtsid ra ‘yak hair' to protect my eyes, but I lost it. That night, my eyes were so painful 
that I could not sleep until daybreak. I never again lost the rtsid ra on snowy days. I put one 
end of the rtsid ra around on my right ear and the other end around my left ear (18 September 
2022). 
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FIG 166. This ser bo was one of the best male fighters among our yaks. He was Grandfather and 
Father's favorite among our male yaks. Father helped Grandfather care for him. When Grandfather 
fell ill, Uncle approached a bla ma who suggested freeing a = (18 September 2022). 
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FIG 167. We had a castrated wild yak that Grandmother gave yak milk to when he was a calf because 
his mother had died. Eventually, Grandmother brought him to our home. When he was seven, my 
parents noticed his horns were round and different from our other male yaks. This was considered 
auspicious, so we set him free (2015). 


FIG 168. Enjoying beautiful scenery and lovely yaks (15 October 2023). 
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FIG 169. Sna lo dkar, a white riding yak, was trained to be ridden by one of our herders when he was 
two. He was agile and fast. Despite his energetic nature, our experienced herder never fell off him, 
even when Sna lo dkar jumped and ran. The herder allowed me to ride Sna lo dkar during the winter 
holiday when I returned home. I fell off as he galloped. My parents and the herder teasingly remarked, 
"You seem more like an old man than a young man." 

The ground was frozen, and the fall left me in pain. Sna lo dkar was allowed to roam freely 
with the other male yaks when he was five (18 September 2022). 
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FIG 170. Sna lo skar yu was an adorable two-year-old. During the summer vacation, when I returned 
home, I rode him to help herd the female yaks until I noticed that he seemed tired, so I dismounted 
(2019, Chos skyabs). 
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FIG 171. Yaks reached the mountaintop in the early morning (18 September 2022). 
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FIG 172. The condition of yaks' backs indicates how fat they are. If the back is flat, it indicates the yak 
is very fat. If the back is not flat, like this rog po, it is not very fat. Fat meat is highly valued. When a 
family receives guests, offering fatty meat is ideal. A family is embarrassed if they cannot provide fatty 
meat to guests. The family and guests are satisfied when they enjoy fatty meat together. 

We eat meat in three ways. In winter, livestock are slaughtered for a family for a year's 
meat supply. The number slaughtered depends on the number of family members. When I 
was a child, my family slaughtered six or seven sheep and three yaks. In 2023, we slaughtered 
two yaks for our family to eat and slaughtered some to sell meat to others. My family's yaks 
were fat, so many people contacted Father and asked to buy one or two yaks in winter. At yak 
slaughter time in winter, many community families who wanted to sell their yak meat took it 
to the Township or County towns to sell along the streets. We didn't need to go anywhere to 
sell our yak meat. Father decided on a day for slaughter and notified those who wanted to buy 
meat. They came to my home. After slaughtering the yak, they took the meat back to their 
home. 

During slaughter time, a man killed the livestock, skinned it, and did not leave meat 
inside the skin. Killing livestock was a sad thing, so we didn't waste meat. After skinning, an 
axe was used to cut the upper body and lower body. Women cleaned the intestines for sausage. 
I never saw a woman kill livestock. 

We put fresh meat in our meat room to freeze. A month later, some meat was put next 
to the stove or in a sunny, warm place to thaw, making it easier to cut. After we cut the meat 
into pieces, we took it to the meat room and put it on strings to dry for three or four months. 
This is sha skam, which is the locals' favorite meat. Most of our community locals give the 
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best sha skam to guests when they visit. My parents told Brother and me when they went 
somewhere to offer our best food if guests came. 

I saw some sha skam in city supermarkets. Packaged sha skam looks different than 
our sha skam but I no longer eat meat, so I don't know if it is tasty. Some Chinese travelers 
said, "We never ate sha skam as delicious as in your home area." 

Meat frozen for three months is also enjoyed. Meat is cooked with noodles and 
vegetables and made into rgyu skam 'dry sausage’. There are two ways to make dry sausages. 
One is to cut meat and fat into small pieces, mix them, and use a chopstick to push the stuffing 
into the sausages. The ends and tops of sausages are tied, taken to the meat room, and put on 
string lines to dry. The second type is mixing yak lung and liver with blood. The tastiest is the 
first one. We often did not offer rgyu skam to guests because it wasn't considered really good. 
We offered guests the best skam. Rgyu skam was for lunch. 

I felt sad when Father killed yaks. I was sad for the yaks and sad for Father. He never 
let Brother and me kill yaks. Later, he paid someone 1,000 RMB to kill a yak at slaughter time, 
and I felt better (18 September 2022). 
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FIG 173. Yaks gather and prepare to go where they want. They do not go alone, which is helpful when 


and played when they had more grass (18 September 2022). 


—< 


FIG 174. Yaks ran 
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FIG 175. Ser bo (18 September 2022). 
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FIG 177. Father paid 1,000 RMB for this ser bo and his mother to one of our community families when 
they moved to the Township Town. Later, Father gave the mother to Dkar Monastery (18 September 
2022). 


FIG 178. When I was a child, most people liked yaks colored like this Ser bo, but not now. In 2023, 


most community members liked black yaks (148 September 2022). 
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FIG 179. A favorite yak. I liked his color, size, and horns (16 October 2023). 
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FIG 180. Ser bo. Elders appreciate the color of yaks like this (18 September 2022). 


FIG 181. This yak had beautiful long hair and a special color (16 October 2023). 


FIG 182. Ser bo enjoying autumn yellow grass (9 October 2023). 


FIG 183. Male yaks were typically separated from female yaks when they were three and allowed to 
roam freely on the mountain with other male yaks (18 September 2022). 
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FIG 184. Yaks graze and sleep. Autumn was not cold and not hot. The landscape was beautiful (48 
September 2022). 


FIG 185. Ser bo with long horns and a beautiful long tail. When yaks were three, we cut their 
tail hair in the middle, signaling their age. Both males and females were rnga bzhar. White 
tails were more valuable than black tails because the hair was dyed and put around dogs' 
necks. They were gra ‘ges (‘gel rtsid) (16 October 2023). 


FIG 186. I enjoyed herding yaks to graze, especially during summer mornings when I herded 


them to the grassland and stayed near them, watching them graze. 


FIG 187. Ser nag ‘horned yellow and black' yak (48 September 2022). 


FIG 188. Yaks grazed at night and did not need to eat during the day. They played while I herded them 
(11 January 2022). 
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FIG 189. Male yaks one autumn morning in our summer camp. When our male yaks lacked 
grass, they went to our neighbor's land at night. I herded them back to our land the next day. 


Our summer camp land belonged to my maternal grandparents and their children. After they 
moved to the County Town, they lent the land to my family. This land bordered Thub kho 
family land. In autumn, Thub kho and his siblings moved to the Township Town, hired a 
herder, and told him to protect their livestock. My family's yaks went to Thub kho's land, 
which Thub kho noticed when he came to check his herder. 

A few days later, Father went to the Township Town and Thub kho told Father, "Your 
yaks were grazing on my land. Don't let them come again." 

Father did not argue. After my family moved from our summer camp, Father checked 
our summer land and found Thub kho's yaks, so he went to the Township Town and told Thub 
kho, "All your yaks are on my summer land. You used strings to tie your yaks' mouth, right?" 

Thub kho said nothing. Thub kho's herder later came to my home and said respectfully, 
"I can't control my yaks. Let's cooperate. If your yaks come to my land, I'll say nothing, and 
you do the same." 

Sometimes in autumn, our male yaks went to Thub kho's land, stayed four or five days, 
and then returned to our land. Thub kho said nothing. After my family moved to our winter 
land, Thub kho' yaks grazed in our summer camp land. 
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FIG 190. I herded our yaks to the foot of the mountain, where they freely moved. I enjoyed their playful 
interaction (26 August 2022). 


FIG 191. Yaks went where there was water in summer. I liked to sit by the river, observe yaks, and 
listen to the river (8 September 2022). 


FIG 192. Some yaks drank water and returned to graze (8 September 2022). 
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FIG 193. I sat on land adorned with beautiful flowers by a river surrounded by breathtaking scenery. 
Some yaks grazed on the mountaintop, while others scattered across the middle of the mountain, 
enjoying the grass (2022). 


01636 


FIG 194. During the caterpillar fungus season, Chinese and Tibetans were drawn to areas where our 
male yaks grazed and often came near our home for lunch and rest. Many admired our family's yaks, 
noting their robust appearance and high-quality wool (6 August 2022). 


FIG 195. After a rain, female and male yaks stayed together in the fog (6 August 2023) 


01646 


FIG 196. I felt joy and deep pride in being responsible for the care and well-being of these magnificent 
animals (6 August 2022). 


FIG 197. These old male yaks could not walk well, so we left them in our winter camp land when we 
moved to the summer camp (7 October 2023). 
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FIG 198. My ancestors relied on yaks for their livelihood. I enjoyed observing yaks on the grasslands 
(15 October 2023). 


FIG 199. In the summer, male yaks drank water from the mountainside and then climbed to the 
mountaintops without being herded (26 August 2022). 
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FIG 200. Yaks moving to another mountainside. Our male yaks often grazed and walked together, 
and sometimes, they went to another family's land and mixed with other yaks. Most of our yaks didn't 


need me to separate them (26 August 2022). 
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FIG 201. The yaks seemed to yearn for our winter land while on our summer land amid the beautiful 
snow flowers (12 October 2023). 
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FIG 202. The yaks returned to our winter camp land at night, prompting me to herd them back to the 
summer camp (1 September 2022). 


FIG 203. Fat yaks easily tired when climbing (12 September 2022). 


FIG 204. Exhausted yaks stuck out their tongues and panted. I enjoyed cutting our male yaks' hair 
and collecting their wool. However, we only collected wool from two-year-olds as time passed (12 
September 2022). 

a we 


FIG 205. As our yaks made their way to the summer camp. They walked single file on a narrow trail 
leading to the mountaintop. As a child, I frequently visited Grandfather, taking this same trail (12 
September 2022). 


FIG 206. Father's friend, Thub rdo, paid 6,000 RMB for this wild yak head and gave it to Father. 
Grandfather told me that when he was a child, he had heard two people could sit on a wild yak's 
forehead. Today, yaks are smaller. I liked to watch programs about wild yaks on the Internet. Uncle 
Gtma dge legs' home in Zil ling had a very big wild yak horn. My favorite childhood toys were yak and 
sheep horns (7 May 2024). 


FIG 207. Uncle's home had a magnificent wild yak horn that he received from one of his brothers. The 
brother paid a painter 6,000 RMB to decorate it. This is the largest wild yak horn I saw. As a child, I 
collected yak horns for toys (21 August 2023). 
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FIG 208. This gre skya was one of my favorite male yaks (16 October 2023). 


FIG 209. A yak was castrated at seven and called khas (g.yag). Tibetan yaks symbolized resilience, 
embodying the power of highland landscapes (16 October 2023). 


FIG 210. Yaks rested on a mountaintop after climbing (12 September 2022). 
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FIG 212. Yaks climbing the mountain in our winter camp (27 October 2022). 


FIG 213. Our male yaks only eat natural grass. In the 2019 Yul shul snow disaster, livestock and 
wildlife died because they couldn't graze. This affected our family's male yaks, as the land was covered 
by heavy snowfall. They struggled to find grass and became weak. Sometimes, they came downhill, 
and when there was a little sunlight on the sunny side of the hills, the snow melted a bit, and they 
could find a little grass. Father went to the Township Town to buy hay. In the morning, Brother and 
Father fed the female yaks, and they ate well, preventing them from becoming weak. Father 
mentioned hay was better than collecting grass locally. Later, Father and Brother took hay to male 
yaks on a hillside, but they refused to eat it, despite Father and Brother trying several times (18 
ee 2023). 
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FIG 214. I gathered the yaks and guided them along the mountainside as they grazed while moving 


(22 October 2022). 
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FIG 215. Descending from the mountain's summit, the yaks' surefootedness allowed them to graze as 
they made their way (10 June 2023). 
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FIG 216. As the sun ascended the mountain peak, its warm rays illuminated the snow-covered summit, 
contrasting with the vibrant yellow grass on the mountainside where yaks peacefully grazed (22 
October 2022). 


FIG 217. Yaks roam freely across the mountain grassland (6 October 2023). 


FIG 218. Uncle counted the male yaks to see if they were safe and ensured they had not gone to a 
neighbor's pasture (13 August 2022). 
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FIG 219. Uncle observed the male yaks (13 August 2022). 


FIG 220. Yaks reached the summit as the morning sun rose over the mountaintop (15 October 
2023). 


FIG 221. Khas mgo (g.yag mgo) ‘castrated yak head’. A yak horn had ra phrug ‘circular marks' that 
were used to calculate its age. A one-year-old calf had no ra phrug. We calculated yak age at two 
when ey eae ra ‘a phrug (24 October 2023). 
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FIG 223. Father's reward certificate (17 December 2024). 
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12 
DOGS, ANTHRAX, AND A WOLF 


We live on the summer pasture in the seventh month. One day, Dpal chos came to our home because 
his land did not have enough grass for his yaks. He asked Father to let him use our summer pasture 
valley. He is very kind, so Father agreed he could use it for two months. After a few days, he and his 
two sons herded all their yaks into our area. Dpal chos came to our home and chatted with Father one 
day while his sons herded. We had a lovely dog - Khyi ser kho - that followed me when I herded yaks 
and slept near our house door at night. He responsibly barked when he heard something. 

Dpal chos asked Father to give Khyi ser kho to him. Father often gives his friends and relatives 
what they ask for. He agreed. A month later, Dpal chos and his sons returned to their home with their 
belongings. I was upset that Dpal chos took our dog. I felt lonely without Khyi ser kho because he 
often accompanied me on herding days. 

A month later, a wolf injured a calf that died a few days later. A week later, Father noticed 
something was wrong with a yak that had died the next morning. Father and Mother skinned it, and 
we ate the meat. We didn't know why the yak got sick. Another yak got sick three days later. Father 
decided the yak had contracted a disease from a wolf that had injured the calf, hurried to the Township 
Town, bought medicine, came home, and gave the sick yak an injection, but it died two days later. 

Some of our community members said we would get sick if we ate meat from an injected yak, 
so Father and Mother dug a hole and buried the dead yak. From that day on, more yaks got sick, and 
some died, though Father injected them. We did not know what to do. During the day, vultures were 
everywhere when I herded yaks. 

When I climbed mountaintops and observed our neighbors' yaks quietly grazing on beautiful, 
clean summer grass, | felt sad and afraid. Father took good care of our yaks. When I returned and 
observed our yaks, I realized they were bigger and more beautiful than other families’ yaks, but they 
were weak now. 

One day, a neighbor wanted meat from a dead yak, so my parents went with him to a valley 
and helped him skin a big dead yak. That valley is in front of a mountain deity named Gro sog dpal 
rgyal g.yu rtse. Locals say the place of Gro sog dpal rgyal g.yu rtse Mountain Deity will have 1,000 
livestock. However, Gro song is easily angered. Sometimes in summer, Brother and | wanted to go 
outside naked, but Mother said, "Don't go outside naked. Gro song will be angry, and the weather will 
become dangerous," but Brother and | were unconvinced. 

After skinning the yak, my parents and some neighbor men came to our home. Suddenly, there 
was lightning and hail. A dragon bellowed sharply and terribly. Mother put a knife near a pole of our 
canvas tent to prevent lightning from striking us. Father said, "Gro sog dpal rgyal g.yu rtse is angry 
because we skinned a yak in front of it." 

I sat by Father, trembling in fear. After the terrible hail stopped, Father told Brother and me 
to herd the yaks home. We tethered the yaks at eleven PM. 

Our yaks were still dying two months later in the tenth month. It was also time to move from 
our summer pasture to winter pasture. We packed our tent and belongings on yaks. When we reached 
our winter pasture, a relative told us he had invited a dge slong (Dge song don ‘grub from Si khron) 
to his home to perform a ritual. A dge slong is a monk with a position higher than other monks. Our 
relative said Dge slong don ‘grub was very good at divination. 

Father wanted to invite Dge slong don 'grub to our home for a yak disease ritual and went to 
the Township Town to invite him the following morning. Mother, Brother, and I cleaned the lha khang, 
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a room for scripture books and bla ma images, and where bla ma and monks sleep. We also burned 
yak dung in a stove to warm it, so Father and Dge slong don 'grub had a warm room when they arrived. 
When Father, Dge slong don 'grub, and two monks arrived, Mother, Brother, and | went outside to 
greet them. 

Father had bought beverages and fruit for Dge slong don 'grub and the two monks, which 
Mother put on a table before them. After tea, a monk started beating a chanting drum suspended from 
the ceiling. They used rtsam pa to make various gtor ma and placed them in a box. Brother and I kept 
looking at the beverages and fruit. Our visitors laughed and told Brother and me something. I knew 
they were joking, but | didn't understand their Si khron dialect. 

The following afternoon, two more yaks died in our courtyard. One was my favorite yak. I 
was very sad. Another yak died on the mountain. Father, Dge slong don 'grub, the two monks, and | 
went to the mountain to examine it. Father dug a hole and buried it. Dge slong don 'grub and the 
two monks chanted, sprinkled rice near the buried yak, and continued doing rituals for three days. 

Dge slong don 'grub told Father to put the gtor ma at the intersection of three valleys and 
told us to hide and not watch when Father took the gtor ma. He told Father not to look back after 
placing the gtor ma at the intersection. 

After the ritual, Father asked Dge slong don 'grub to divine what we should do next. Dge slong 
don ‘grub divined and said, "The livestock are ill and dying because you gave your dog away. G.yang 
nyams song zig ‘fortune decreased'," and advised us to bring Khyi ser kho back to our home. 

Dge slong don 'grub and the two monks left the following morning. Father went to Dpal chos' 
home and asked him to return Khyi ser kho. I was herding that day, worried Dpal chos wouldn't agree. 
When I saw someone on a distant mountain with a dog, I was sure it was Father with Khyi ser kho. It 
was drizzling, and the environment was beautiful with rainbows. I was delighted Khyi ser kho was 
returning. After I got home, Khyi ser kho saw me, ran, and jumped up on me. I played with him. Khyi 
ser kho couldn't say what it felt like to return home, but I'm sure he was extremely happy. 

Our yaks stopped dying after Khyi ser kho returned. About forty had died. 

In 2005, Father sold some of our best yaks for 2,000 RMB each. 
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FIG 224. I hated wolves when I was a child. Later, my family raised this wolf, and my idea changed. If 
you feed a wolf and are kind to it, it will like you (6 October 2022). 


We started collecting caterpillar fungi soon after I returned home from school. Community members 
met and collected for around ten days. I woke up early and cleaned our house the morning after my 
return while waiting for Mother and my uncle's wife to finish milking and collecting dung. When they 
finished, Mother arrived with a plastic bucket half full of milk and separated it into two empty drink 
bottles and a pot. She said, "Bkra shis rab rgyas, give that pot of milk to your Uncle Tshe ba's family, 
give one bottle to Sde dge nyi ma, and one to Bkra shis tshe ring's family." 

Uncle usually lived in the County Town. Sde dge nyi ma and Bkra shist tshe ring only came to 
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collect caterpillar fungi. After completing Mother's assigned tasks, I asked Father, "Which grassland 
should I herd the female yaks to today?" 

"Na san.” 

As I guided the yaks to Na san, I noticed the snow-covered mountaintop and serene 
surroundings. The only sounds were birds chirping and the gentle mooing of our cute calves. It was a 
tranquil morning. 

When I returned home, I washed my face. My mother prepared a bowl of rtsam pa, which I 
had with a cup of milk tea. Father and Mother also had rtsam pa. Later, Brother woke up, washed his 
face, and had breakfast while we chatted. 

Father asked, "Where do you two plan to collect caterpillar fungi today?" 

"Rdza chen. How about you and Mother?" 

"We will go to Na san.” 

We chatted until nine o'clock. When locals started climbing the mountains, Mother prepared 
lunch for Brother and me in a bag, which we took and headed to Rdza chen, which takes about two 
hours to get there from our house. When we arrived, locals had collected ten caterpillar fungi. We 
started climbing to the mountaintop to collect the best caterpillar fungi. Most Chinese and locals 
didn't go there, so there were more caterpillar fungi. Most people also need help finding caterpillar 
fungi because there are places on the mountaintop with no caterpillar fungi. I know where to find 
them to get more of the best caterpillar fungi. 

When we reached the mountaintop, I said, "Let's have lunch and then collect caterpillar fungi." 

We had lunch while enjoying the natural environment under a blue sky and fluffy white clouds. 
Fresh flowers and lush green grass surrounded us, adding to our enjoyment. 

An hour later, we started collecting. As the sun set, we counted what we had collected. Brother 
had more than one hundred, and I had seventy-nine. Determined to find one more, I continued 
searching. Ten minutes later, Brother reminded us, "It's getting dark. Our parents must be worried. 
Let's head back." 

Hoping to make one last discovery, I found one more and excitedly exclaimed, "Let's go now!" 

We were happy because all the caterpillar fungi we found were plump and attractive, unlike 
the ones we had seen on the mountainside. 

We noticed our family and neighbor's female yaks were tethered when we got home. Some 
Chinese had pitched tents and were eating. They invited Brother and me to join them. We declined, 
wanting to spend time with our family. As we entered our house, we found Father and Uncle talking. 
Father said to Brother and me, "We were worried about the two of you." 

"We found a lot of caterpillar fungi atop Rdza Chen Mountain, so we lingered.” 

Mother prepared noodles with meat for Uncle, Father, Brother, and herself. She cooked my 
favorite, vermicelli. I enjoyed two bowls. 

After a few minutes, Father said, "Today, I found a wolf pup." 

I thought he was joking and asked, "Where is it now?" 

Mother pointed to our living room and said, "Wolf pup.” 

Surprised and curious, I grabbed a flashlight, rushed to the room, shone the light inside, and 
saw a little wolf pup in a corner. Its ears resembled those of a wolf, but the rest of its body resembled 
a dog pup. It was frightened when I approached, so I did not get too close. I observed it for about half 
an hour and returned. It was the first time I had seen a wolf pup. 

After a few minutes, Mother said, "The wolf pup hasn't eaten anything. It must be hungry.” 

Father suggested, "Bring it here." 

I returned to the wolf pup. I feared she might bite me, but she didn't resist my touch. Relieved, 
I carefully carried her to our living room and put her on the floor. I mixed yak milk and rtsam pa in a 
bowl and put it in front of her. We watched anxiously, hoping she would eat. Initially, she showed no 
interest, so we feared she might starve. However, she went near the bowI after about an hour, sniffed 
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inside, and started eating. We were glad. 

Several Chinese noticed the wolf pup the following day and said, "Give it to us. We'll kill and 
eat it." 

I said, "Don't even think about it.” 

Brother and I took the pup to our living room in the morning and climbed the mountain. At 
night, we offered the pup rtsam pa mixed with milk and added bits of meat and bread. The pup 
gradually began to show less fear. 

Later, when I had to return to school, I missed the pup and was curious about how she was 
doing. My parents told me my younger uncle was caring for it and explained that he would take the 
pup to his home in the County Town after collecting caterpillar fungi for a couple of months. Uncle's 
home had no dog, and the pup would have plenty of food. 

Three months later, I sent Uncle a WeChat message asking, "How is the pup doing these days?" 

"She has grown so much. I gave her leftover wedding food, and she ate it all. Maybe that's why 
she has grown so much." 

I asked Uncle to send me a picture. He did, and I was astonished to see how much she had 
grown. 

When the winter holiday arrived, Uncle's family would go to Zi ling City for a month, so they 
brought the pup back to my home. When I got home a few days later, I thought the pup might not 
remember me. When I went near her, she raised a paw, expressing joy at seeing me. I touched her 
head while she hunkered down and watched me. 

In the morning, I took the pup with our dogs as I herded the female yaks to the grassland. She 
enjoyed following me closely. I worried she might lose her way back home when she and the dogs went 
further into the mountains. I whistled whenever she strayed too far, and she immediately returned to 
my side. 

At times, our family dogs and neighbor dogs fought. The pup bravely supported our family 
dogs. Once, she was alone and fighting five of our neighbor's dogs. My heart raced as I ran to them. 
The neighbor's dogs saw me and quickly fled, leaving the little wolf injured and covered in blood. 

I took her home and applied some medicine to her wounds. Father is knowledgeable in 
veterinary care and gave her an injection. In time, she improved. 

One of our villagers offered to buy her for 4,000 RMB. Father firmly refused. I added, "Even 
if he offers 10,000 RMB, we should not sell her." 

Father did not sell her despite the man's repeated requests. 

After a year, thinking she would be happy living in the mountains, Father took her there. She 
didn't come back, so we thought she had forgotten us. 

Five months later, I returned from school for the summer holiday. Father said he had climbed 
to a mountaintop and saw a wolf. He ignored it. Then he thought of our wolf and yelled. She came to 
him. Father brought her back home and fed her a lot of meat. She stayed one day and then was gone. 
We haven't seen her since. 

Our faithful dogs sleep during the day and bark on summer nights when bears or wolves come 
near our home. When any of my family climbs mountains while herding yaks, our dogs go in front, 
ready to warn us if dangerous animals are nearby. Dogs are truly our best friends. They never forget 
you once they know you. 
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FIG 225. His name was 'O yo sngo khra and Uncle tshe ba gave him to us when we came to collect 
caterpillar fungi. Locals call this dog Sha khyi. They run faster than other dogs, their body is very thin, 
and they are smarter than other dogs. When I was a child, most local hunters had sha khyi that they 
trained to kill animals. Uncle said, 'O yo sngo khra's father was a famous sha khyi for hunting bears, 
wolves, and other animals. I took 'O yo sngo khra to the mountains when I herded. After I took him 
with me three times, he came by himself when he saw I was going herding. After five months, he 
followed us on the mountain and killed a lot of marmots. My family was sad about this. If he tried to 
kill marmots in front of us, we hit him and didn't let him. 

We were all sleeping one night in the summer camp when our dogs started barking crazily. 
Father told our herder and me to get up and said a bear night had come. I got up and took two 
firecrackers and a lighter. Father and our herder had a flashlight. We saw our dogs about 100 meters 
from us barking madly when we left our house. Father went to where the dogs had circled a bear the 
size of a two-year-old yak. His chest was white, and the rest of his body was black. 'O yo sngo khra ran 
behind the bear and bit it. The bear responded very slowly. I lit the firecrackers. When they exploded, 
the bear ran, and our dogs chased it to the mountaintop (13 August 2022). 
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FIG 226. My parents or Brother sometimes drove our car to the Township Town. When they returned, 
our dogs noticed and ran to the car, behaving like a reception committee. When I returned home from 
school, our dogs saw me, wagged their tails and came to me, putting their front paws on my chest. I 
was very glad to see them. Their behavior moved me. I often thought they were like humans but just 
unable to talk. They may be better than humans. Sometimes, humans seem kind to you and help you 
a lot, but later, they forget you. Tibetan dogs are not like that. All their lives, they are loyal to their 
owners. I thank our dogs for helping my family (13 August 2022). 


FIG 227. The dogs barked all night because a bear was nearby and slept during the day. When this 
white dog was a puppy, one of our herders asked for him. We agreed. Later, Father reported, "When 
I visited the herder's home, the dog recognized me and was very happy." 

Later, when Brother and I went to the herder's place to collect caterpillar fungi, a very thin 
older dog approached us. We didn't recognize him for some minutes. After we gave him some food, 
we realized he was our dog, and we took him home on our motorcycle. He was happy, and we did not 
return him (13 August 2022). 
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FIG 228. This dog is the youngest of our dogs. Father took him from an old uncle's home this spring 
after his mother gave birth to him. We fed him milk mixed with ri risam pa (16 October 2023). 
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FIG 229. These dogs followed me as I climbed the mountain for an Internet phone signal and 
accompanied me back home (2 October 2022). 
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FIG 230. My family's dogs followed me daily when I took the yaks to graze. They were my best and 
close friends (21 May 2024). 


FIG 231. A white dog Father bought for 500 RMB from a commu 
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FIG 232. Our most beloved dog. A monk named him Yar 'gro 'Family Receives More Auspiciousness'. 
Father refused to sell him for 150,000 RMB when dog prices were high. Yar 'gro died in 2020. Brother 
took this picture (5 April 2018). 
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LANDSCAPES 


FIG 234. Circumambulating Sga stod jo bo Deity Mountain is associated with seeking blessings, 
prosperity, luck, and happiness (27 February 2021). 


FIG 235. North of Sga stod jo bo Deity Mountain (3 October 2022). 


FIG 236. Clouds above Sga stod jo bo Deity Mountain (3 October 2022). 
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FIG 237. The rain stops, and fog rises, enveloping and separating the mountain peaks, signaling 
autumn's arrival (13 October 2022). 


FIG 238. The sun rises, casting a warm golden glow across the land as the landscape comes to life with 
birds chirping joyfully (20 August 2022). 


FIG 239. The rising sun lights up the mountaintop (1 August 2022). 
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FIG 240. We make jo dar*3 on a mountain when someone dies and for good fortune (24 August 2022). 


FIG 241. Our winter camp land in summer. When I was a child, some community members who lived 
behind this mountain jointly rented a truck and went to our Prefecture Town to buy Coke, Sprite, 
Jianlibao, beer, apples, pears, oranges, dried persimmons, kiwi fruit, peanuts, canned grapes, raisins, 
melon seeds, and biscuits a month before Lo sar. Each family spent 5,000 to 6,000 RMB. 

My family prepared a room where community members stored their purchases. They rode 
horses three or four days later and returned with around forty pack yaks to pick up their things. 
Mother cooked wheaten food, gave dry meat, and poured milk tea for all of them. After they finished 
eating, they started their work. 

Some young yaks were wild, so two young men held the yak horns while another person packed 
the yak. Most yaks were obedient because they often packed things when moving between camps. 
Most older yaks were accustomed to this, so one person could load them. Once packed, the yaks 
needed to climb the mountain. When they were halfway up the mountain, some young yaks ran and 
jumped and lost their packs. Some packs rolled down the mountain and into the river. Some young 
man angrily came to get the things, climbed the mountain again, gathered all the yaks, repacked the 
yaks, and then slowly crossed this mountain. This mountain's name is Dar gdong. Our community 
members rode horses across Dar gdong Mountain for Lo sar shopping before a road was built. 
Countless stories are from here (25 August 2022). 


13 Prayer flags locally arranged as shown. 
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FIG 242. A river beginning from a mountaintop (29 July 2022). 
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FIG 243. Some Muslim men repaired the road to the Township Town with shovels for six months in 
2009, allowing us to travel on the road by motorcycle. In 2015, local community leaders brought some 
Chinese men to repair the road again with two front-end loaders (25 August 2022). 


FIG 244. The mountaintops and roads were blanketed with snow. I grabbed my camera and hopped 


on my motorcycle. As I made my way, one of our dogs followed (20 November 2022). 


019660 


FIG 245. Snow-covered mountaintop and serene surroundings. The only sounds were birds chirping 
and our calves mooing (27 May 2023). 


FIG 246. Autumn sky with fluffy white clouds (17 September). 
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FIG 247. Our winter camp's house rooms (29 November 2022). 


FIG 248. Rainbows after summer rain showers are common. Locals excitedly share news of the 
rainbows (May 2021). 
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FIG 249. The sun rose from behind a mountaintop at our winter camp in the morning, creating a 
breathtaking view as the landscape was illuminated (5 May 2023). 


FIG 250. The area surrounding our house had many flowers and lush grass in summer. Flowers in 
bloom had vibrant colors and filled the air with fragrance (10 August 2022). 
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FIG 251. When I was a child, Mother said, "If you put dog dung in your mouth and ride toward a 
rainbow, you can touch it" (May 2021). 


FIG 252. Autumn came to our summer camp (19 October 2022). 
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FIG 253. pean showcased the Dealt of yellowing grass (11 October 2023). 
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FIG 254. Snow-covered road (19 October 2022). 


FIG 255. Green summer grass yellows in autumn (29 September 2022). 
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FIG 256. Snowy winter morning (2018). 


e202¢ 


FIG 257. I rode our family's motorcycle to our summer camp to fetch pots and a solar electricity 
battery (2 November 2022). 


FIG 258. Mountaintop in clouds (11 November 2022). 


FIG 259. Snowy mountaintops and fog enveloped peaks reaching the sky (20 May 2023). 
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FIG 260. Clean mountains, rivers, sky, and grassland. When the road was first built, most locals did 
not have cars. There were only a few motorcycles. Two years later, more people had motorcycles. 

Road machines assembled while my family was in our summer camp near our winter camp. 
Father went to check. He returned home and reported community leaders had said they would build 
roads so cars could travel. "I disagreed. Some men were very angry with me. They left the machines 
and went to the Township Town to report to the Township leaders what I had said." 

Mother said, "Let them build roads. If you don't, maybe the police will come." 

I worried a lot when Father didn't listen. 

Two days later, a community leader came to our home and told Father he should come to the 
Township Town. Father went the next day. The township leaders and our community leaders gathered. 
Father said building a road was good for our community, but the sunny side of the mountain should 
not be destroyed because it was where livestock grazed in winter when the shady sides were covered 
with snow. When Father asked for compensation, a leader slammed his fist on the table and said, "We 
won't pay you anything.” 

Locals were scared of him because he knew some martial arts. A leader said, "I understand 
him, so I have decided to compensate him." Turning to our community leader, the higher-ranking 
leader continued, "When your community collects caterpillar fungi and collects money, divide that 
money among locals and give Chos skyabs 60,000 RMB." 

Turning to Father, he said, "Chos skyabs, is that OK?" 

Father agreed. After collecting the caterpillar fungi, our community leader gave Father 60,000 
RMB, which he divided among his siblings. 

In 2017, some Chinese began repairing the road. Father approached them and asked, "Who 
gave you permission to repair the road?" 

"Your community leaders," they replied. 

Father said, "Don't repair the road." 

The Chinese laughed and asked, "Who are you?" 

"I own this land. Without my permission, nobody can repair the road." 

One of the men angrily said, "That's breaking the law!" 
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The Chinese men then went to the Township Town to meet our community leaders. There was 
no road construction for ten days. Our relatives and community leader said, "If you don't allow the 
road repair, the township police will detain you." 

Father said, "That's OK. The place where the machine dug the earth has become grassland 
again. The land will be destroyed if it is dug again." 

Our village leader went to the County Town and reported to the county leaders what Father 
said. Two days later, cars stopped near a river near our winter camp. Everyone got out of the cars, sat 
in a circle, had mutton and drinks, and summoned Father. I also went. A township leader introduced 
the leaders. Most were from the County Town. 

Father explained my family's income was from livestock and the repair place was the most 
important winter place for livestock. 

The leaders were silent. Then a leader said, "We will check." 

The men got back into their cars and checked my family's land and the road. The leaders 
discussed it for more than an hour, and then a leader said, "Do you guys have a decision?" 

The leaders said nothing. Then a leader said to Father, "I understand your conditions, so we 
will not repair all the roads, but we will make very narrow roads. What do you think?" 

Father said without hesitation, "I agree.” 

Our community leader's land was also to have the road repaired. When he knew Father's 
position was accepted, he asked Father to tell the leaders about his situation. Father did so and the 
leaders agreed. Later, our community bought a front-end loader, and a community member, 'Jam 
bsod nams, learned to operate it, so when heavy rain damaged the road, he repaired it (17 October 
2023). 
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FIG 261. Sunrise in the morning. Father told me to get up and check our male yaks in the mountains 
(10 October 2023) 


FIG 262. Yaks headed up the mountain (27 October 2022). 
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FIG 263. Snow-covered Gro sog dpal rgyal g.yu rtse Deity Mountain (27 October 2022). 


FIG 264. The road from our summer camp to the Township Town in autumn (12 October 2022). 


FIG 265. Clouds, snow, fog, and a road first constructed by Salar men (12 October 2022). 


FIG 266. Summer camp in autumn. Female yaks grazed on snow-covered mountains (27 May 2023). 


FIG 267. A wonderful view in the early morning (25 September 2022) under a blue sky and white 
clouds. 
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FIG 269. I saw beauty everywhere in this land. Many stories I heard in my childhood are connected 
to this land (February 2023). 


FIG 270. Autumn came, bringing change to the landscape (5 October 2023). 
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FIG 271. Red sunset (28 September 2022). 


FIG 272. Sunset (3 October 2022). 


FIG 273. The sun set and darkness fell (3 October 2022). 


FIG 274. Whenever I went to the mountaintop, I saw many beautiful, various-colored clouds after 
sunset (18 October 2022). 


FIG 275. After rain, fog ascended to the sky as yaks grazed (30 November 2022). 


FIG 276. The sky appeared clear and serene in the evening. The only sound was dogs barking as night 
fell (30 November 2022). 
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FIG 277. A stream flowed down the mountain (19 October 2022). 
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FIG 278. I herded seven female yaks to other female yaks and herded them together on the grassland 
one snowy morning in our winter camp. Mother made the yak dung pile (6 February 2022). 
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FIG 279. Snow-covered mountaintops (20 November 2022). 


FIG 280. Clouds after sunset (30 November 2022). 
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FIG 281. Yellow grass in autumn (13 October 2022). 


FIG 282. Snowy mountaintops captivated me. Our dogs energetically played, enjoying this landscape 
(27 May 2023). 
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FIG 283. Autumn clouds on the Roof of the World (3 October 2022). 


FIG 284. Autumn was gone. Winter came. Snow and clouds covered the mountains (11 November 
2022). 


FIG 285. Summer grass grew and flowers bloomed (29 July 2022). 
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FIG 287. The morning sun roses from behind the mountaintop, creating a breathtaking view as the 
first rays illuminated the landscape (13 October 2023). 


FIG 288. When Chinese or outsiders, including Tibetans, came to collect caterpillar fungi, we charged 
them fifty RMB and provided them with a large plastic bag. There was an agreement that after 
collecting caterpillar fungi, we would refund the fifty RMB if they filled the bag with garbage they 
collected. If they did not, we kept the money. Each year, following the caterpillar fungi collection 
season, one member from each family collected garbage left behind by outsiders. The youngest in our 
community climbed the mountains, while the oldest wen to the mountainsides and streams to gather 
discarded waste (19 June 2024) _ 


FIG 289. After we gathered garbage and separated it into recyclable and non-recyclable categories, 
the non-recyclable garbage was taken to the Township Town where it could not be processed and was 


thrown away. Recyclable items were taken to our County Town and sold (19 June 2024). 
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FIG 290. My family's and our neighbor's winter camp. Our neighbors, Blo tshe and Sher bzang, were 
our relatives. When I was a child, their children, Brother, and I fetched water and told many stories. 
If you had no stories to tell, you were expected to learn some from your parents or grandparents and 
tell them the next day. We waited for each other to fetch water each morning to hear stories. We also 
played lots of games. Nobody tells stories today, and there are no games (7 October 2023) 


e2206¢ 


14 


A NEW STUPA 


FIG 2091. Father's sisters and brothers collected money to build a stupa. Gser Bla ma from Gser dung 
chen Monastery selected a stupa location and helped find two stupa construction specialists from his 
village and a monk, 'Jam seng ge, who meditated in a Rdza stod Town valley and had assisted in 
building more than 1,000 stupas. Gser Bla ma told us what material we needed for stupa construction. 
We spent twenty days building the stupa and sincerely thank our community members, relatives, bla 
ma, and the monks who helped us (26 July 2022). 4 


14 Located in Khri 'du County 120 kilometers from our village. The bla ma was seventy-five in 2023 and his 
monastery had 30 monks. 
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FIG 292. Our community members and relatives constructed the stupa (26 July 2022). 


FIG 293. We built this shrine on the twenty-third day of the sixth lunar month to commemorate 
deceased loved ones and as consolation for the living. Asking monks to chant scriptures helps the 
spirits of the deceased. This establishes a unique connection between the living and the deceased (22 
December 2024, Chos skyabs). 
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CONCLUSION 
Father told me several things: 


[1] The land is empty without yaks. They are the land's most precious jewels. 

[2] Our summer neighbors told me bears and other dangerous animals roamed the land before 
our family moved here. After we came with our yaks, these animals disappeared. 

[3] Our bla ma said, "Many dangerous animals will appear without yaks." 

| believe this is true. | like yaks living on grassland; they make it beautiful. | can't imagine reducing 
our number of yaks. 

As a child, my father and | had lunch while herding sheep. He said, "After | die, can you live here 
and protect the land and animals? | think you can't." 

| didn't understand what he meant. We had many lovely sheep, and | didn't want Father to kill them. 
When | argued that one was the best fighter or something similar, he freed the sheep | described. He loved 
me more than anyone and was very kind to me. 

| never told anyone what Father said, not even Mother. Now | understand what he meant. After 
Father died, | bought our neighbor's land. | don't want to move anywhere in the future. Father's message 
was to protect the land; | don't believe anyone else would do it. Even if | only herd a few yaks, | still want to 
live here. 

If others do not argue over the land, we can continue to raise yaks. Our wild yak calves will 
grow up and be very large and sociable, making these lands even more beautiful. 

Before the road was built, there was a lot of good-quality grassland. However, much grassland was 
damaged after the road was constructed, especially on rainy days when soil erodes. The road makes 
transportation convenient but has also damaged a lot of beautiful land. 


Finally, I am proud to be part of my family, its history, and this most beautiful place. I love my 
family's livestock and enjoy herding them, especially in summer when I am with them in the 
mountains, the many beautiful landscapes, and the various colorful wildflowers that smile so brightly. 
I can also hear natural streams and animals, like snowcocks and marmots. At the same time, I also 
really want to see and experience a wider world. 

No place is as beautiful as my home area in summer. I hope our locals ensure their children 
see these beautiful lands, tell them about the land's history, and introduce them to Indigenous 
knowledge during summer and winter school holidays. One of my original intentions when writing 
this book was to record elders' pasts and create memories for children. I hope our children feel proud 
to have grown up in this noisy and restless era in this mysterious, beautiful land with unique 
indigenous knowledge. 
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